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PREFACE. 


ALTHOUGH every one is not born a poet, yet there are 
few people who have not ſome taſte for poetry. Indeed, 
it has always been confidered a moſt pleafing method of 
conveying inſtruction, and as tending to © alleviate and 
amuſe the tedious journey of life,” 


In ſelecting the following Poetical Bouquet, the 
editor claims no merit, as moſt of the productions were 
either pointed out by his friends, or ſent to him by the 
ſubſcribers, His chief care, therefore, has been, that 
whilſt he confidered the various taſtes of the public, and 
endeavoured, as much as poſsible, to blend inſtruction 
with amuſement, nothing ſhould inadvertently eſcape 
him, which could in the leaſt offend the ear of Chaſiaty ; 
fo that, from the excellence of the ſelection, and the typo- 
graphical execution, theſe volumes might at the ſame 
time be an ornament to a library, and an elegant preſent 
to the youth of both ſexes. 

VOL, 1, A % Amuſe- 


vi PREFACE. | 
CCC — — E4Bſ— — 
% Amuſements on the Road of Liſe, human nature 
muſt have, It is well if thoſe amuſements can alſo be 
rendered uſeful ; and ſhould they be poetical ones, there 
is no ſpecies of poetry which may not, if rightly ü | 
be made ſo for a celebrated writer has obſerved, in 
Healing even of panegyric and ſatire, that, He could 
never behold a fine proſpect or a fine place, much leſs a 
ine woman, or an animated countenance, without a 
ſenſible emotion ; the moſt natural expreſsion of whack 
{to him at leaſt) was in this way: which gratifying 
the imagination with a ſort of temporary poſseſsion, has 
ſuppreſsed any illicit deſires of invading his neigh- 
bour's property. 


_ & The like moral effect it has had upon his temper, 
when provoked by ill-uſage : On venting his ſpleen in a 
ludicrous ſtanza, or an harmleſs epigram, he has im- 
mediately found his wrath ſubſide, a flow of benevolence 
ſucceed ; and he has been entirely reconciled to the object 
of his reſentment,” —Amuſements on the Road of 
Life, by the Author of the Spiritual Quixote, 


If, 
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V, therefore, properly reading an epigram, or 4 
humourous ftanza, can have ſuch an effect upon our 
earthly natures, the contemplating a flower —reflecting 
upon the ſeaſons—painting the beauties of creation, and 


ſhould elevate our minds to that God or Nature, 
who gives to creation all its charms, and inſpires the 
poet with every beautiful idea. 
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meditating upon the various productions of Nature, 
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THE BOUQUET. 


FLOWERS. 


Anonymous. 
———— 


For: of my theme, with doubtful feet, 
I ſought the Muſes' bow'r, 
Half hoping, half afraid to meet 
Some kind inſpiring pow'r: 
When fleet along the riſing gale 
The queen, fair Faxc x, paſt, 
And thro? her rain-bow tinged veil 
A glance benignant caſt : 
Then pointing thro? a fragrant clade, 
« Come ſee,” ſhe cried, * the train 
© Who own, in this ſecluded ſhade, 
« My viſionary reign!” 


Proud to obey the glad command 

I took, with filent awe, my ſtand : 
Meanwhile, in many a varying veſt 
Of myſtic texture aptly dreſt, 

Ideal myriads ſeem to rove 
Promiſcuous thro? the cultur'd grove; 
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And each, as in-bred impulſe led, 
From ev'ry flow'r-embroider'd bed, 
Some certain plant, whoſe bloſsoms roſe 


_ Significantly pleaſing, choſe: 


With frank, firm look, and light, tho' ſteady tread, 
Came Cova firſt, and cropp'd a — 
ROSE: | 
For in the tender Ros might beſt be read 
Her very eſsence bloom that gently glows, 
Impell'd by gentle breath; prone to diſpenſe 
To all, all ſweetneſs; yet alert to ſhow, 
If raſh Invaſion ruder deeds commence, 
That warm Reſentment points a thorn roar 1 
Retiring from the public eye, 
The maiden meek HUMILITY 
Was ſeen to turn, with mildeſt grace, 
To heav'n her thoughts, to earth her face! 
And all unconſcious what fair fame 
Merit like her's might well aſsume, 
Preferr'd, to ev'ry juſter claim, 
The lowly DaisY's ſimple bloom. 


Some bauble each moment arranging, 
Admiring, exploding, or changing, 

The coquette AFFECTATION ſkims wantonly by; 
On her breaſt a NaRC1ssUs ſhe bore, 
As if, with Narciſsus of yore, 

For a form like her own ſhe could languiſh and die. 
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Heedleſs of the ſcorner's joke, | 
Smiling at the ruffian's ſtroke, , 
Perſevering PATIENCE ſtood, 
Conq'ring evil ſtill with good, 
Binding for her brow the while, 
Artleſs wreaths of CHAMOMILE; 
Hardy plant, whoſe vig'rous ſhoot 
Springs beneath the trampler's foot. 


Tiptoe o'er the level plain 

Ardent Hoes all panting flew, 

Prompt her eager eye to ſtrain 

Far beyond the preſent view; 
Quick from tint to tint to ſtray, 

She the PRIMROSE held moſt dear; 
Firſt-born of returning May, 

Promiſe of the future year. 


Pure Cons TAN & (whoſe hallow'd fires 
Time dignifies and Truth inſpires, 

In ſpite of abſence, grief, or pain) 
Approv'd the faithful MarRIGoLD, 
Whoſe leaves their ſaffron blaze unfold 

When firſt the ſun aſserts his reign; 
Hail his glad progreſs thro? the day, 
Cloſe gradual with his parting ray, 

Nor open till he ſhines again. 


SUPERSTITION came telling her ſteps and her beads, 
Like JACK-IN-A-BUSH hung all over with green; 
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AGNUS-CASTUS by wholeſale ſhe brought from the 


meads, 
And ſtuck, with due care, HoLY THISTLE between: 
A chaplet of MonxrooD ſhe pluck'd from her head, 
And ROSEMARY ſprigs for the graves of the dead. 


ILL-NATURE to a corner ſtole, 
And taught her blood-ſhot eyes to roll, 
As if ſhe long'd to blight 
Each flow'r of happier ſcent and hue, 

Save pois'nous ACONITE. 


Hand in hand, for they never aſunder are ſeen, 
All chearful their features, all eaſy their mien, 
 _ CoNTENTMENT and INNOCENCE tript it along: 
By the delicate 8NOW-DROP was INNOCENCE known; 
CONTENTMENT took HEART'S-EASE and call'd it her 
own, 


Nor envy'd the gay nor the great in the throng. 


The throng!—juſt hint to wild conceit like mine; 


Why what a wreath had I began to twine! 
Indulgent as ſhe was, methinks I hear 
Een Fancy's ſelf now whiſper in my ear 
„Quit *ere *tis tedious, quit the flow'ry road, 
„Nor what was meant a NOSEGAY make a LOAD.“ 


a 


Ra wn = <-> © 
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THE EVERGREEN. 


By PF: Hodson. 
— 


Warn Spring oer the fields did her beauties diſplay, 
And Nature was blythe as a nymph of the May, 

Fair Laura was ſate with young Colin her love 

Where the roſes and jeſsamines form'd an alcove; + 
How gay (cry'd the maid) is each object around! 

How ſweetly yon flow'rets enliven the ground! 

'Tis true (reply'd Colin) yet all this gay ſcene 

Is leſs to be priz'd than a ſweet Evergreen. 


For now tho? each object awhile may delight, 

And earth's flow'ry carpet our footſteps invite, 
Yet ſoon ſhall a few fleeting hours paſs away, 
Then the ſeaſon ſhall change, and its glory decay; 
Yon roſe then depriv'd of its fragrance will lie, 
And the daiſies will loſe ev'ry beautiful dye, 
Nor the traces of life throughout Nature be ſeen, 
But thoſe which are found in the ſweet Evergreen. 


From Nature, my fair one, ſome leſson we find, 
To direct ev'ry paſsion that glows in the mind, 
And each flower that blooms in the garden or vale 
ls an inſtance that pride and that beauty will fail. 


1 
| 
1 
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Ye nymphs and ye ſwains, then, if true ye would prove, 
To honour, to virtue, to friendſhip and love, 

Let no pride or caprice in your conduct be ſeen, 

But take for your pattern the ſweet Evergreen. 


ä rr 


(> 


' ODE on the: SPRING. 


By Mr. Gray. 


* 


Lo! where the roſy-boſom'd hours, 
Fair Venus' train appear; 
Diſcloſe the long- expecting flow'rs 

And wake the purpled year: 
The attick warbler pours her throat 
Reſponſive to the cuckoo's note, 

The untaught harmony of Spring; 
While, whiſp'ring pleaſure as they fly, 
Cool zephyrs thro” the clear blue ſky 

Their gather'd fragrance fling. 


Where'er the oak's thick branches ſtretch 
A broader browner ſhade, 

Where'er the rude and moſs-grown beech 
O'er canopies the glade, 


Beſide ſome water's ruſhy brink 
With me the Muſe ſhall fit and think 
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TO 7" — ——ẽ 
(At eaſe reclin'd in ruſtic ſtate) 
How vain the ardour of the croud! 
How low, how little are the proud | 
How indigent the great! 


Still is the toiling hand of Care, , 
The panting herds repoſe, 

Yet hark! how thro? the peopled air 
The buſy murmur glows! 

The inſect youth are on the wing, 

Eager to taſte the honied Spring, 

; And float amid the liquid noon; 
Some lightly o'er the current ſkim, 
Some ſhew their gayly-gilded trim, 

Quick glancing to the ſun. , 


To Contemplation's ſober eye 
Such is the race of man; 
And they that creep, and they that fly, 
Shall end where they began. 
Alike the buſy and the gay 
But flutter thro life's little day, 

In Fortune's varying colours dreſt. 
Bruſh'd by the hand of rough Miſchance, 
Or child by Age, their airy dance 

They leave in duſt to reſt. 


Methinks I hear, in accents low, 
The ſportive kind reply : 
Poor Moraliſt! and what art thou? 
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- TR A ſolitary fly 
Thy joys no glitt'ring female meets, 
Nor hive haſt thou of hoarded ſweets, 
No painted plumage to diſplay ; 
On haſty wings thy youth is flown, 
Thy fun is ſet, thy Spring is gone 
We frolic while 'tis May. f 


— — 
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ODE to ADVERSITY. 


By Mr. Gray. 
—— 


Dauchrzx of Jove, relentleſs pow'r, 
I Thou tamer of the human breaſt, 
Whoſe iron ſcourge and tort'ring hour 
The bad affright, afflict the beſt 1 

Bound in thy adamantine chain 

The proud are taught to taſte of pain, 
And purple tyrants vainly groan 

With pangs unfelt before, unpitied and alone. 


When firſt thy ſire to ſend on earth 
Virtue, his darling child, deſign'd, 
To thee he gave the heav'nly birth, 
And bade to form her infant mind. 
Stern rugged nurſe! thy rigid lore 
With patience many a year ſhe bore: 
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What ſorrow was thou bad'ſt her know, 

And from her own ſhe learn'd to melt at others“ 
woe. 


Scared at thy frown terrific fly 
Self- pleaſing Folly's idle brood, 

Wild Laughter, Noiſe, and thoughtleſs Joy, 
And leave us leiſure to be good. 

Light they diſperſe, and with them go 

The ſummer friend, the flatt'ring foe; 

By vain Proſperity receiv'd, 

To her they vow their truth, and are again believ'd. 


Wiſdom, in fable garb array'd, 
Immers'd in rapt'rous thought profound, 
And Melancholy, ſilent maid 
With leaden eye that loves the ground, 
Still on thy ſolemn ſteps attend : 
Warm Charity, the general friend, 
With Juſtice, to herſelf ſevere, 
And Pity, dropping ſoft the ſadly-pleaſing tear. 


Oh! gently on thy ſuppliant's head, 

Dread goddeſs, lay thy chaſt'ning hand 
Not in thy gorgon terrors clad, 

Nor circled with the vengeful band 
(As by the impious thou art ſeen) 
With thund'ring voice and threat'ning mien, 
With ſcreaming Horror's fun'ral cry, 

Deſpair, and fell Diſeaſe, and ghaſtly Poverty! 
VOL. 1, . 
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* Thy form benign, Oh goddeſs! wear; 
Thy milder influence impart, 
Thy philoſophic train be there, 
To ſoften, not to wound my heart | 
The gen'rous ſpark extinct revive, 
Teach me to love and to forgive, 
Exact my own defects to ſcan, 
What others are to feel, and know myſelf a Man. 


. HYMN to REPENTANCE. 


By J. Scott, M. A. 
— — 


Bas world, begone!—Thy falſe deluſive joys - 
' + © No more ſhall lead my feet aſtray— 
Hence to the young, the vain, the gay, 
And proudly deck them with thy tinſel toys! 
Nor flatt'ring hope, nor laviſh fear, 
Thoſe nails that to this mortal frame 
Fix the fond ſoul, my breaſt ſhall tear; 
No thirſt for pleaſure, wealth, or fame, 
Tempt me to quaff thy charmed cup, whoſe taſte - 
Unmolds the form divine, and turns the man to beaſt. 


Baſe world, begone!—Caſt on a friendly ſhore 
No more I dread thy deſart deep, 
Where ſwift the ruſhing tempeſts ſweep, 
And mad winds rave, and boiling billows roar: 
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Behold no more, with wild affright, 
The rocks cloſe-lurking for their prey, 
The black clouds burſting on my ſight, 
While round the livid lightnings play; 
O ſave us, fave us!—Hark the doleful cry, 


All mortal ſtrength is vain; they faint, they ſink, they diel 


Betimes eſcap'd, while yet breathe Summer 
While yet on Ocean's tranquil breaſt 
The little halcyon builds her neſt, 
I ſhorten all my oars, and furl my fails; 
O wretch profane, ſure triple braſs - 
Girds thy proud heart; O wretch profane, 
To let the doubtful Autumn paſs, 
Yet tempt the dangers of the main; 
Careleſs of home the bliſsful port deſpiſe, 


Tho? ſcowl the low'ring heav'ns, and ſtorms of Winter 
riſe! 


For me, I hang the votive tablet high, 
And to this lone ſequeſter'd vale, 


With care and weary watches pale, 
Retire, and muſe upon eternity.— 


Come, goddeſs of the tearful eye, 
With ſolemn ſtep, demure and flow, 

Thy full heart heaving many a ſigh, 
And clouds of ſadneſs on thy brow; 

O come, with aſhes ſprent, in ſackcloth dreſt, 


And wring thy piteous hands, and beat thy plaintive 
breaſt. 
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Such was thy form, O heav'n-deſcended maid, 

When at her deareſt Saviour's feet, 
Bedew'd with tears, and odours ſweet, 
Poor Magdalene repentant wept and pray d: 
She wept, and ſwiftly to the ſky 
The ſteam like hallow'd incenſe roſe; 
When lo her ſins of ſcarlet dye 
Grew white as wool, or mountain ſnows: 
| The morning ſtars with joy triumphant rang, 
And all the ſons of God their loud hoſannas ſang ! 


Come then, my Magdalene, thy aid impart, 
O'er all my ſoul thy balm diffuſe, 
And ſoften with the fleecy dews 
Of penitential tears my ſtubborn heart : 
Teach me to ſearch with honeſt ſkill, 
The wounds that rankle in my breaſt, 
To curb my luſts, correct my will, 
And chuſe and cleave to what is beſt; 
Teach me to urge, with never-ceaſing care, 
The force of holy vows, and violence of pray'r. 


Oh come, my Magdalene, but leave behind, 
Leave far behind thy frightful train; 
Grim Penance, with an iron chain 
Wont his gall'd legs at ſtated hours to bind: 
A barefoot monk the fiend appears, 
With ſcourge in hand, and beads, and book, 
His cheeks are furrow-worn with tears, 
Sunk are his eyes, and lean his look: 
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O wretched fools, beguiling and beguil'd, 

Can God be pleag'd to ſee his image thus defil'd ? 


Drive too away that wild diſtracted ſprite 
Enthuſiaſm, and that foul fiend - 
Remorſe, that loves his heart to rend, 
And ſting himſelf to death with ſcorpion ſpite: 
But chief that tyrant of the ſoul, 
That curſed man of hell, Deſpair; 
See, ſee, his livid eye-balls roll! 
What canker'd teeth, what griſly hair ! 
Anguiſh, and trembling Fear his conſcience quail, 
And all hell's damned ghoſts the ſhrieking wretch aſsailt 3 


O fly with ſuch terrific forms as theſe, 
And ſeek the weary wakeful bed, 
Where the pale murderer is laid 
A ghaſtly prey to horror and diſeaſe ; 
Or where th' oppreſsor voids his breath, 
Deaf to the widow's bleeding cries ; 
Or, from a boſom black as death, 
The plunderer of his country ſighs ; 
Where libertines expire, and atheiſts lie 
Harrow'd with doubts and fears, and curſe their God 
and die! | 1 


See worn with pain, LORENZO, once ſo gay! | | 
The pow'rs of Nature are at ſtrife, 'Y | 
And the dim waſted lamp of life 1 

Juſt feebly lifts an intermittent ray. | 
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Oh 5 oh worſe than — to leave 
To the ſhort mercies of an hour 
Eternal joys What would he give, 
What thouſand worlds, if in his pow'r, 
For time miſpent, to watch, to faſt, to pray, 
And waſh, with contrite tears, his ſhameful ſins away 


Poor wretch in vain !—Before his frantic eyes 
TH inexorable tyrant ſtands, 
And, arm'd with ſcorpions in their hands, 
The Fury-Terrors of his conſcience riſe! 
What agonizing pangs he feels! 
What tortures!—what convulſive throes! 
O fall ye mountains! fall ye hills, 
. Preſerve and hide him from his woes! 
Have mercy, heav'n!—Thy ſuccours, JES v, bring, 
Retriumph o'er the grave, and draw Death's poignant 
ſting. „ 


Save me, what ſhrieks!—And is there no faint ray, 
No glimm'ring from that light ſerene, 
That gilds Death's melancholy ſcene, 
And guides the ſoul on her eternal way ? 
Hark the laſt pang!—He faints!—He dies! 
His ſpirit burſts forth, and ſhiv'ring pale 
To ſome black horrible manſion flies, 
There to deſpond, and howl, and wail, 
Till Nature's wreck, till from the ſhrivel'd ſkies, 
The laſt dread trump ſhall call, „Ve dead, awake, 
1 ariſe!” 
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O come betimes, ſweet penitential pow'r, 
And from ſuch ſoul- diſtracting care, 
Such chilling horrors of deſpair, 
Preſerve me, ſhield me, at death's trying hour 
From guilt of black enormous dye 
My breaſt is free; I ne'er betray'd 
1 virgin's eaſy faith; no murd'rous lie 
In ſecret whiſpers have convey'd, 
Nor with the Muſe's everliving ſtore 
Embalm'd the carrion corpſe of wealth, or pride, or 


pow'r. 


From Truth's ſtraight path, and Virtue's thorny 


way, 
Have wand' ring meteors falſe and vain, 
The glare of honour or of gain, 
Thro' dirt and danger drawn my ſteps aſtray? 
Have I rejected Reaſon's aid, 
And giv'n to headlong luſts the rein? 
Or prone beneath the myrtle ſhade 
Of Indolence and Pleaſure lain? 
Have I the tribute of a tear deny'd 
When Want unheard hath wept, and injur'd orphans 
cry'd? \ 


Good heav'n forbid !—Yet ſtill within my ſoul 
Some leprous ſpots of guilt remain : 
Oh could I cleanſe each groſser ſtain 

In Jordan's tide, or Siloa's healing pool! 
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Fond thought — More ſalutary pow'rs 
In Sorrow's ſwelling ſtream reſide, 
Than Siloa's pool at ſtated hours | 
Could boaſt, or Jordan's cleanſing tide: 
I This from the ſoul ſharp humours can repel, 
Cure ev'ry feſt ring wound, and Death's dread torments 


quell. | 


Here many a beauteous pearl of coſtly price, 
And many a gem of purer ray 
Than all Golconda's mines diſplay, 
Lie hid in darkneſs far from vulgar eyes: 
For theſe the cloiſter'd virgin pines, 
Torn from each pleaſing tender care; 
For theſe her placid breaſt reſigns 
To midnight grief and midnight pray'r; 
Poor hapleſs maid !—May heav'n her vows regard, 
And all her wakeful pains with endleſs bliſs reward! 


Go fly, ye ſilken ſons of Pleaſure, fly, 
And barter for fantaſtic joys, 
Spurn'd by the great, the good, the wiſe, 
What Aſia's monarchs have not worth to buy! 
Chace ev'ry cloudy thought away, 
Whoſe ſerious glodm o'ercaſts the ſoul; 
To rapture give life's little day, 
And bid full tides of pleaſure roll; 
Go where the looſe-rob'd forms of wild Deſire 
Expand their wanton charms, & preſs the buxom choir! 


"ts 
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'Tis madneſs all Be mine unknown to fin, 
And paſsions baſe, ſome lone retreat, 
Some hoary hermit's moſs- grown ſeat, 
Far from the guilty world's tumultuous din. 
Whether in HA LE L's ſacred ſhades, 
Where Inſpiration breathes around, 
And by the much-lov'd Theſpian maids 
Their Lucy's plaintive bard is crown'd; 
Or HACKFALL's bow'rs, and woodland walks in- 
vite, | | 


Where Nature's various charms, all rude of art, delight. 


O lawns 1—0 hills — And O thou pleaſant vale, 
Where URE's meand' ring waters roll! 
What penſive pleaſures ſoothe my ſoul, 
What tender melancholy thoughts prevail 
At thy approach! While am'rous Jove 
On Flora's boſom deigns to play, 
Still let me haunt thy bliſsful grove, 
Where all the rural graces ſtray; 
There bid the folly- fetter d world adieu, 
and Wiſdom's ſilent ſteps with holy zeal purſue, 


There Contemplation dwells, that hoary ſire, 
And points the way that leadeth right 
To thoſe moſt glorious manſions, bright 
With burning ſtars, and everliving fire: 
There, on her ſilver anchor ſtaid, 
Sweet Hope to heaven directs her eyes; 
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Wuile Faith, that cagle-ſighted maid, // 
Her far foreſeeing tube applies, 
Whoſe mighty pow'r reveals the bleſt abode, 


In beatific trance, where Saints enjoy their God. 
—— —— — ͤ—— 
REDEMPTION. 


By the Same. 
— mm tr —— 


Davenrexs of Jove, no more!—Adieu, ye maids, 
Whoſe viſionary forms have met my eye; 
Whether I mus'd by Anio's headlong ſteep, 
Or by the fabled haunts of Caſtaly, 
Or where Cephiſus joins the billowy deep; 
Or where thro' groves, and olive-woven ſhades, 
Iliſsus rolls his ſtream ; |; 
For now a loftier theme 
Demands my ſong, REpeMPeT10N's wond'rous plan, 
And thy ſad ſufferings, O my God, for man! 


But come, O Virgin-muſe of Sion, come, 


Come gently, and my breaſt inſpire 
With ſome faint ſparks of that ſeraphic fire, 
Whoſe beams refulgent glow'd, 
When burſting thro' the womb 
Of dark futurity, „A God, a God,” 
Proclaim'd aloud the heav'n enlighten'd ſeer; 


* 
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« From Boſrah, lo] he comes, mighty to ſave, 
Mighty to triumph o'er the grave!”* 
And all the oaks of Baſhan ſtoopt to hear, 
And Lebanon's IE cedars bow'd.. 


But turn, 0 turn thine e eyes. 
To where, with groves of palm and olive n, 
On the fair boſom of the mountain lies 
The garden's holy ground! 
For there my Saviour's bitter agonies 
Began; there from th* abyſs profound 
Of blackeſt hell, a ſtream of horror flow'd, 
And overwhelm'd his pure and innocent ſoul; 
Or ere his ſacred blood 
Had waſht, had cleans'd us from pollutions foul, 
And ſeal'd anew the league *twixt man and God. 


Dark roſe the dreadful night, 
And not one ſprightly note, or pleaſing ſound, 
Was heard to breathe around : 
The ſhepherds ſat with ſilent horror mute, 
And charm'd no more their pipe or jocund flute ; 
And Philomel her wonted ſtrain forbore : 
How could ſhe ſing, while from the blaſted oak 
The hoarſe night-ravens croak, . 
And ſcreech-owls moan aloud in dire affright, 
And ſcreaming from the pool with hideous cry 
Aloof the bitterns fly; 
While clouds impetuous burſt with horrid roar, 
And ſpectres ſhriek, and ghoſts unholy yell, q 
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And mutt'ring in the black and turbid air 
Dzmons and fiends of hell, | 
Array'd in livid flames terrific glare? \ 1 


Earth to the center ſhook, 
And univerſal Nature quakt for fear, 

As if her end was near; | 
While ev'ry pale ſtar, with diſtemper'd look, 
Shot from the ſky :—and well, O well they might, 

When he was doom'd to agonizing pain, 
Who bade them flame on high, 
The faireſt gems in heav'n's fair canopy, 
And fill'd their orbs with everlaſting light. 
But now ſee where he lies 
On the cold ground, expos'd to thick dank air, 
And all the fury of the madding ſkies! 

See how each nerve and vein 
Trembles and throbs with torture; how his eyes 
Start from their ſeat with anguiſh and deſpair! 
What drops of ſanguine ſweat roll down amain 

From his fair limbs! “O Father, O remove 
If poſsible this cup; yet not my will, 
« But thine be done!” O agonizing love, 
O grace beyond compare! 
| Swift thro? the yielding air jv 
The words upflew to heav'n, and all the quire 
Of bleſsed angels ſtood in ſpeechleſs trance : 
Aſide they flung their harps of golden wire, 
And in their bow'rs of amaranthine ſhade 
For one ſhort moment ſtay d 
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Their ardent ſongs of rapture and of praiſe, | 

While wonder-ſtruck they gaze, 
O King of Suff*rings on thy conflicts dire 


But ſoft! Am I deceiv'd, or doth a ray 
Of light ethereal burſt thro? yonder cloud, 
And gild the mountain top with its fair beam? 
Lo down the lucid ſtream 
An Angel glides! he leaves his cryſtal ſphere, 
And cuts with nimble wing his liquid way 
Thro? the rank vapours of this murky air; 
Sent, O my Saviour, from thy lab'ring breaſt 
To drive away the horrors of deſpair, 
And give thy ſorrow-ſick*ning ſoul to reſt. 


And hark, while ſwiftly from th' ethereal height 
This harbinger of light 
Deſcends, what awful ſilence reigns around! 
No more their ruſtling heads the cedars wave, 
And each aerial ſound 
Creeps ſoftly to its cave: 

The dark clouds ſlumber on the mountain's brow, 
And Nature ſtands abſorb'd in dread ſuſpenſe; 
While thus the Angel cheers his drooping ſenſe, 

And bids full ſtreams of heav'nly muſic flow, 


THE HYMN. 


Hail, Sun of Righteouſneſs, whoſe healing ray 
Can pierce the darkneſs of Egyptian night; 
Tho' now ſome earth-born clouds obſtruct thy way, 
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Soon ſhalt thou blaze in | thy meridian height; ; 
And beaming, with celeſtial love, 

Deſtroy the covering, and the veil remove, 

And guide the nations with thy friendly light, 
To the bleſt regions of eternal day. 

Then, O ye hoſts on high, 

Cherubs and Seraphs, that excel in might, 

Ve that encircling guard the ſaphyr throne, 

And ſing hoſannas to the great THREE-ONE, 
O praiſe him, praiſe him everlaſtingly ! 


When man rebell'd, and from th* abyſs profound 
Thoſe miſcreated monſters Sin and Death 
A way to Eden found; 
There blaſting, with their peſtilential W 
Each herb, and fruit, and flow'r, 
Of Eve's delicious bow'r; 
Thou ſaw'ſt the havoc, ſaw'ſt with melting eye 
The ſad earth labour under the horrid doom 
Of guilt, and miſery; 
Saw'ſt all her beauty, all her vernal bloom 
Like flow'rs froſt-ſmitten die; 
While heaving with convulſive pangs, and groans, 
She op'd her jaws, and yawn'd the general tomb 
Of her once happy, once immortal ſons ! 
At that dread hour, when ſtatue-ſtruck with woe 
Stood the primæval pair, 
And wept, and loaded with their ſighs the air, 
We lookt around—but lo 
Not one to pity them, not one to know ! 
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No Son of light, no Angel dar'd to * | 


| No Seraph intercede: | | 
Till Thou, the high prieſt, heard'ſt the winds moan 
And off ring up their incenſe-breathing pray'r ; 
In golden cenſer at th eternal throne, 
« On me their Shepherd, me thy wrath employ, 
« But ſpare theſe hapleſs ſheep, O Father, ſpare, 
„Let me with agonies their grief atone, 
« And all their fins, and all their ſorrows bear.” 
Then ſang the morning ſtars their hymns of joy, 
When thou, the Father's uncreated Son, 
The promis'd Shilo, quitting thy abode, 
That heaven of heav'ns the boſom of thy God, 
And ſtript of all thy bliſs, and all thy glory, = 
Began'ſt, O wondrous ſtory, | | 
The taſk of love, and voluntary woe. 
Hail, Word Eternal! Hail, Creating Mind! 
Then did the hills, then did the vales reſound; 
The vale of Arnon, and the purple brow 
Of beauteous Amana, and Shenir rang, 
And all the foreſts of thy Carmel ſang, 
When Thou, in fleſhy tabernacle ſhrin'd, 
Ganſt pour the ſtream of bleſsings all around, . 
And brooding over teach thy helpleſs care, 
As the fond eagle doth her young, to try 
Their ſcarce-fledg'd plumes, and thro? the baſer air 
Aſsert the manſions in their native ſky. 1 
O goodly vine, beneath whoſe cluſtring boughs 
The weary flocks repoſe! 
O roſe of Sharon! O encloſure ſweet, 
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Of chief perfumes, of ſpices freſh and rare! 
Wake, wake ye winds, and o'er the garden blow, 
That all the ſoul-delighting ſcents may low; »+ 
And ye, O ſpirits of air, bo. 
Catch the rich odours, and to heav'n repair, 
That Angels may diſsolve in raptures meet 
O Phoſphor! O effulgent Son of Morn! 
But ah how fallen, faln! how chang'd from him, 
Who led to war th' embattled Seraphim, 
And all the youth of Heav'n ; whoſe flaming hand, 
With thunders arm'd, hurl'd from th' ethereal ky 
The arch apoſtate and his rebel band, 
Hurl'd them with ruin, and ae dire, 
To bottomleſs perdition, there to lie 
Weltring in lakes of everliving fire! 
Yet, ſpotleſs Lamb, tho' now with wrath divine 
Thou feel'ſt thy adamantine ſoul oppreſt ; 
Tho' Adam's fins are by adoption thine, 
And cruſh with heavy load thy lab'ring breaſt; 
Yet quickly ſhall the mortal coil be o'er, 
And grief, and pain, and anguiſh be no more; 
Soon ſhall the brightneſs of thy Godhead ſhine : 
Ev'n now methinks thy robes with ſanguine red 
Are ſtain'd, like thoſe that in the wine-fat tread ; 
I ſee, I ſee thee riſe. 
How bright, how glorious, o'er the ſtarry ſkies, 
And Sin, and Death are led 
Chain'd to thy chariot wheels! Hark, hark the ſong 
Begins, the ſong of triumph and delight, 


Which erſt we ſung, when from the dreadful fight 


Te 
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Returning victor all the rapturous throng | 
Of Saints and Angels haiPd thee, wondrous King, 
Almighty Lord, Heav'n's ſole eternal heir? 
Lift up your heads, ye gates, and O prepare, 
Ye living orbs, your everlaſting doors, 
The King of Glory comes! 

What King of Glory ?—He, whoſe puiſsant might 
Subdu'd Abaddon, and th' infernal pow'rs 
Of darkneſs bound in adamantine chains: 
Who wrapt in glory with the Father reigns 

Omnipotent, immortal, infinite! 


The Angel ceas'd, and from his flinty bed 
The God-redeemer roſe : 
Lull'd was his care in heav'n-inſpir'd repoſe, 
And his ſick ſoul with airs ethereal fed: 
Content he roſe, O Father, to fulfil 
Thy fixt eternal will. 
And now the madding crew their Saviour led 
Mild as a lamb to ſlaughter, like a ſheep 
Before her ſhearers dumb—But, O my Muſe, 
Forbear!—Ev*'n gnarled oaks for grief would weep, 
And the rough rocks their briny tears diffuſe, 
Should'ſt thou to Calvary's cleft ſummit riſe, 
And there, in colours ſuited to thy woe, 
The torments and ſtupendous ſorrows paint 
Of the great ſuff*ring Saint. — 
Oh ſtop, and from the humble baſe below 
Caſt up thy tearful eyes | 
To where thy Lord, and Love was crucify'd; 
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So ſhall the world and all its vanities 
Appear like droſs—Ambition, Luſt, and Pride 


Shall far, far off their baleful pow'rs remove, 


And in the pure unſpotted mind 
Nothing remain behind, 


But Adoration, Ecſtacy, and Love. 


SONNET. 


by Sydenham. 
— — 


Taxx the gift that I beſtow, 
Catch this apple that I throw; 
Part of the heap, my faireſt, ſee, 
The heap I've treaſur'd up for thee. 


Take it; and my offer'd love 
If, beſide, thou doſt approve, 
In kind return, to my bleſt arms 
. Yield up the treaſure of thy charms. _ 


But if (how that bur I hate! 

Be it not confirm'd by Fate!) 
Thou favour'ſt not my amorous ſuit, 
Still take my preſent of the fruit: 


11 


: Jy *' 


ted 
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Think, when thou behold'ſt its bloom, 
What to-morrow 'twill become: 
Think, that if eaten not to-day, 
To teeth of Time 'twill fall a prey. 


— ITT IT ET ns 


THE FOX-CHACE. 
By H. Brooke, Eſq; 


Youxs Marcus with the lark ſalutes the morn— 

« Saddle your horſes ; huntſman, wind your horn.” 
We ſtart, we riſe at the enlivening ſound— 

The woods all ring—and wind the horn around: 
We ſnatch a ſhort repaſt within the hall; 

« To horſe! to horſe!” We iſsue at the call. 


As when, to rid his country from alarms 
Of Ruſsians inroads, and of Gallic arms, 
Great Pruſsia bids the patriot trump to blow, 
The free born gather, and around him glow: 
So, at the call of Marcus—grateful ſound—' 
Men, ſteeds, and dogs, tumultuous pour around. 


The youth upon their courſers vault with grace; 
The courſers neigh, impatient for the chaſe: 
Their ſhort and eager ſteps the bit reſtrains 
They paw and pant, reluctant to the reins. 


36 THE BOUQUET. 
Unfolding gates a ſpacious paſsage yield— 
Forward we move, and iſsue to the field. 


Far within cover thoughtleſs Reynard lay, 
And ſlept the riots of the night away, 

Late from the ravage of a neighbouring farm, 
He had withdrawn, impenitent of harm 

The tainted gales his felon ſteps purſue, 

And tell his travels to the conſcious dew. 
But he, whom many a *ſcape had render'd ſure, 
For flights and wiles unrival'd, ſlept ſecure, 
In unſuſpecting ſpirits blithe and bland, 

Nor dreams the dreadful reck'ning is at hand. 


Trueman, whom for ſagacious noſe we hail 
The chief, firſt touch'd the ſcarce diſtinguiſh'd gale; 
His tongue was doubtful, and no hound replies: 
4% Haux!—Wind. him—Haux!” the tuneful huntſman 
„ 
At once the liſt'ning pack aſunder ſpread, 
With tail erect, and with enquiring head: 
With buſy noſtrils they foretaſte their prey, 
And ſnuff the lawn-impearling dews away. 


Now here, now there, they chop upon the ſcent, 
Their tongues in undulating æther ſpent : 
More joyous now, and louder by degrees, - 
Warm and more warm they catch the coming breeze. 
Now with full ſymphany they jointly hail 
The welcome tidings of a ſurer gale; 
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Along the vale they pour the ſwelling note; 1 
Their ears and dewlaps on the morning float. 


How vainly art aſpires, by rival ſounds, 
To match the native melody of hounds! 
Not eunuchs warbling in the vocal choir, 
Tho! join'd by pipe and ſtring, ſuch bliſs inſpire, 
When with joint ſenſe they quaff the tainted gale, 
And in full concert ring their morning peal : 
The liſt'ning planets from their orbits bend, 
And the ſtill elements with joy attend. 


Again the doubtful ſcent our hope defeats : 
« To cover—hark !”—the huntſman's voice repeats. ' 
Wide on the left a neighbouring copſe was ſpread, 
And thither the obſequious pack he led. 
But more aloof the parting ſportſmen ſcout, 
Watch every part, and ſkirt the wood about. 
The huntſman now with expectation fluſh, 
© Haux, Fox!“ he cries and ſtrikes the hopeful buſh ; 
To cover ſtraight the ſpreading hounds now take, 
Snuff every tuft, and ſpy in every brake. 
Again the breeze betrays the tainted ground, 
And Lowely tells the gladſome tidings round; 
% Hark!—Lovely!—Hark !”—deep echoing glens 

reſound, 


Ah hapleſs Foxes! ever blind to fate! 
Without a cauſe dejected and elate. 
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Darkling ye walk unconſcious of your end, 

Nor mark the gathering miſchiefs that impend! 

The ſhrewd and ſimple ſhare an equal lot 

In death the wizard finds himſelf a ſot. 


That lucklefs morn, when firſt along the glade 
The tell-tale dews his nightly ſteps betray'd, 
Wrapt in ſoft ſlumbers, Reynard preſs'd his bed, 
And there on viſionary poultry fed. 

He dream'd, as by a neighbouring grange he crept, 
Couch'd while he mov'd and linger'd as he ſtept, 
Two virgin pullets fix'd his ſide regard, 

Plump from the ſounding barn and pampering yard: 
Near, and more near, he ſteals with winking eyes, 
Then ſprings at once, and ſeizes on his prize. 


Loud piercing ſcreams th' affrighted welkin fill, 
And down his jaws the luſcious ſtreams diſtil. 


Ev'n in this rapturous moment, while his taſte 
Gorg'd the full riot of a fancied feaſt, 
Lowely's near note, far echoing, pierced his ears— 
He wakes, and inward ſhrinks to ſhun his fears. 
Upward he ſtarts - erects his ears—and then 
Hears the loud Hark !”'—and down he ſinks again. 
Trembling he ſtrives to re-aſsure his heart - 
With a freſh promiſe of long proſpering art; 
Then with fly caution, crouching as he roſe, 
From his warm kennel's ancient ſeat he goes; 
The ſeat to which he ſhall return no more, 
Now with chill moſs and dropping branches hoar. 
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Tho! frizzled thickets and thro? yielding ſprays, 
He thwarts each path and treads a puzzling maze. 
So ſteer'd ſome devious veſsel ſhifts her ſail, 


And veering gains upon the adverſe gale. 


Now, from the manſion of his late repoſe 3 
Rank ſteams and reeking exhalations roſe; 
The tepid vapours are diffus'd around, 
And reach the nerves of each inquiring hound: 
With anſwering notes, their heads towards heav'n they 


caſt, 


And in full concert hail the rich repaſt. 


The culking caitiff, who nam the ſpread 

Of favouring umbrage veil'd his luckleſs head, 
| Cloſe at his ear believes the diſtant peals, 

And a whole hoſt of demons at his heels. 

His inſtant terrors caſt all wiles away, 

He breaks from cover, and demands the day ; 

O'er the fair field he flies his numerous foes, 

And down the wind, as ſwift as wind he goes. 


A watchful ſcout his bold elopement ſpies— 
% Ho!—tally-ho”—triumphanily he cries, 
His raſh alarm the gen'rous Marcus blames— 
« Law!—give him law!” —as loudly he exclaims. 
The diſtant ſportſinen gather at the ſhout, 
„As bees they buzz and *cloſe their chief about; 
The fervid youth attending croud the plain, 
And bind the creſted courſers to the rein. 
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The eg deut with deep harmonious ren 
Fill'd the charm'd wood, and ſwell'd the W 


notes; 5 
Sweeter than thoſe of that enchanting'ſtrain {4 
That ſtill'd the ſurge on the Trinacrian main, 


r 
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When to the maſt, the Grecian, wiſely bound, N 

Scarce dard the tempting magic of the ſound. N 

FS | R 

The dogs a travers'd labyrinth unwind, P 

f Subtler than that which Dædalus deſign'd. 1 

{13 By flow degrees the doubling wile is won, T 

1 in Trac'd through the ſhade, and puſh'd into the ſun; A 
0 There the broad airs a livelier ſcent aſsume, 

4 And greet their ſenſes with a full perfume. 

KA Then, as a ſhaft from the withholding thong, T 

They ſhoot away, and pour the plains along. H 

: A 

No more the youth their eager ſteeds reſtrain, U 

Ardent they ſtart and looſe the granted rein : V 

The ſteeds ſpring forth, and from the rein unbound, * 

Devour the leſsening diſtance of the ground; L 

'F They ſtretch and ſtrain each nerve and active limb, D 

| Sweep down the ſlopes, and o'er the levels ſkim. . C 

i Their force a generous emulation fires ; Sc 

i Beneath our ſpeed the fleeting earth retires. E 

| { In a glad frenzy we attempt the ſky; T 

i! Nor ſeem to run, or ride, but mount and fly! Fi 

1 | L 

Y | Now lightly o'er oppoſing walls we bound, A 


Clear the broad trench, and top the riſing mound: 
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No ſtop, no time for reſpite or receſs; Os 
On, and ſtill on, fox, dogs, and horſes preſs. 

The hounds outbreath'd from their late tuneful 
throat . 
Now break —half ſnort - the diſappointed note. 
Now o'er the ſmoaking vale each gen'rous ſteed 
Relaxes from the fervor of his ſpeed: 
Puſh'd up the bray, indignantly they feel 
The clanking laſh and the retorted ſteel ; 
Then down the ſteep with quick' ning rapture go, 
And ſtretch and ſweat upon the plain below. 


Athwart one way a tumbling ſtream was laid 
That to the lake its daily tribute paid : 
Here the firſt ſtop our rapid courſe delays; 
And with a grateful interruption ſtays. 
Upon the bank in watchful ſilence ſtill, 
We breathe the riſing freſhneſs of the rill 
We pant—we drop our languid limbs—and all; 
Like fainting Cephalus on Aura call. 
Dark as a miſt that to the diſtant view 
Caps the brown mountains with a murky blue; 
So from our ſteeds the thick'ning vapours riſe, 
Enfold their riders and obſcure the ſkies. 
The glowing dogs forgetful of their foe, 
Full on the ſtream their headlong bodies throw, 
Like iron on the whizzing ſmithy flung, 
And lap, and pant, and loll the length'ning tongue. 
VOL. I. F 
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Now from the weſt a livelier gale Situ 
And with new nerves each liſtleſs member ſtrings. 
In terms ſtill varying their harmonious ſounds, 
The huntſman calls and chears his circling hounds. 
Now up, now down, now *croſs the ſtream he beats— 
« Haux! wind him—Haux Fox find him” he repeats, 
Now round and round a fruitleſs ſearch he plies, 
And now a tour of wider circuit tries. 
But no intelligence rewards his care; 
No note confeſs'd the fox was ever there— 
As though ſome opening gulph had gorg'd our prey, 
Or ſudden power had ſnatch'd him quite away. 
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But Reynard, hotly puſh'd and cloſe purſu'd, 
Vet fruitful in expedients to elude, 
When to the bourn's refreſhing bank he came, 
Had plung'd, all reeking in the friendly ſtream. 
The folding waves his failing powers reſtore, 
And cloſe the gates of every fuming pore. 
Then down the channel, over flats and fteeps, 
He ſteals, and trots—or wades, or ſwims, or creeps; 
Till where the pebbled ſhores the ſurges break, 
He quits his feet and launches on the lake. 


As when ſome coaſting ſkiff, with ſhatter'd geers, ' 
A cautious courſe *twixt land and ocean ſteers, 
Fearful alike on either dang'rous hand, 
To truſt the boiſtrous fea or faithleſs land. 
Poſseſs'd of equal fears and equal lore, 
So Reynard coaſts aloof, and ſhuns the ſhore, 
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Leſt the uncover'd odour ſhould exhale, 
And tell ſure tidings to the trait'rous gale. 


Not diſtant far, upon the beach there ſtood 
The hoary growth of a majeſtic wood, 
Whoſe age of oak and interyening yew 
Not the great- grandſires of the living knew: 
The flooring deep, beneath the diſtant ſhade, 
With thorn and frizzling bruſh was thick inlaid, 
While clamouring rooks, ſcarce heard above our head, 
Amid the cloud-commingling branches bred, 


Here Reynard lands, all dripping from the lake, 
And ſeeks the ſhelter of his wonted brake, | 
Arriv'd, he ſhakes, and rolls, and turns him round, 
Then ent'ring ſinks o'ertoil'd upon the ground: 
Stretch'd at full length, ſecure of care he lies, 

And inſtant ſlumber ſeals his willing eyes. 


The chop-fall'n hounds mean time are heard no more, 
But ſilent range along the winding ſhore. 
Hopeleſs alike the hunters lag behind, 

And give all thoughts of Reynard to the wind— 
All, ſave one wily rival of his art, 

Who vows unpitying vengeance eer they part. 
Along the coaſt his watchful courſe he bent, 
Careful to catch and wind the thwarting ſcent; 

And laſt, to make his boaſtful promiſe good, 

Enter'd the precincts of the fatal wood. 
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There thro? the gloom he leads one hopeleſs train, 


And cheers the long deſponding pack in vain ; 
Till Ringwood firſt the faint effluvia caught, 
And with loud tongue reform'd their old default, 


Rous'd at the ſwell of that reviving ſound, 
Our hopes re-kindle and our hearts rebound, 
Eager we ſpread through furze and ming'ling bruſh, 
And laſh the woof of each afflicted buſh, 

While here and there the buſy dogs reveal 

The languid tidings of the dubious gale. 


Meanwhile the fox, unconſcious of the chace, 
i» Repair'd his late fatigues, and ſlept in peace; 
Nor mark'd the cry of many a hoſtile tongue 
That thro? the copious foreſt loudly rung, 
Till a bold youth approach'd his thoughtleſs bed, 
And ſtruck the bower that trembled o'er his head, 


As when amazed upſtarted Manoah's heir, 
Shorn of his ſtrength and his enchanted hair, 
While his peal'd ears receiv'd the hoſtile ſound 
Of ſhouting foes that girt his couch around, 
So Reynard wakes with ſudden horrors chill, 
Scant of his force, and ſhorten'd of his ſkill. 
Bold thro' deſpair, he breaks at once away, 
Bounds thro? the bruſh, and-ruſhes into day! 
The fields, the ſhores, the hills, each wood reſounds 
With echoing hunters and with opening hounds : 
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Rocks, waters, undulating air and ſky 
Become one peal, and propagate the cry. 
From the firm land and from the trembling lake, 
Full on our ears the tuneful thunders break, 
Roll o'er the waves, and ſtrike the diſtant coaſt, 
And far beyond, *mid heaven-topt hills, are loſt. 


Again we ſtart, we bound, we ſtretch amain 
O'er the brown heath and o'er the bright champaign: 
Again o'er gates we fly, thro' hedges ruſh, 
Thro' moorlands labour, and thro? thickets puſh. 
Intenſe again our gath'ring fervor grows— | 
Again the courſers ſmoak—the rider glows : 
Diſtinguiſh'd ſteeds their fellow ſteeds outwind, 
And leave their late aſsociates far behind; 
While laggard hounds, that form a length'ned train, 
Run, hoarſe, and mute, and panting o'er the plain. ; 


O'erbreath'd we come, where, *twixt impending 
hills, | 

Ran the joint current of two gurgling rills, 
On either hand, adown each fearful ſteep 
Hung forth the ſhaggy horrors, dark and deep: 
Here, thro' brown umbrage, glow'd the vivid green, 
And head-long ſlopes, and winding paths between 
Growth above many a growth, tall trees aroſe, 
The tops of theſe ſcarce.veil'd the roots of thoſe ; 
A winding court where wandering Fancy walk'd 
And to herſelf reſponſive Echo talk'd. 
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Here, ſtay'd again, we hail the kind delay, 
And down the ſhadowy paths delighted ſtray ; 
The gath'ring pack unite, and enter in, | 


Then ſpread, and pierce the darkneſs of the glen. 


Now here, now there, now ſole, and now combin'd, 


They catch the wand'ring odour from the wind 
IThro' many a traverſe many-twirling maze, 


And all the wond'rous wiſdom of his ways, 

The Fox they trace, unrav'lling as they go, 
Diſcreetly ſure, and muſically flow ; 

Now in joint harmony they pour their notes, 

And Echo anſwers from ten thouſand throats. 
From hill to hill, with replicated ſounds, | 
The peal rolls down the glen, and ſtill rebounds, 
Packs beyond packs ſeem ſweetly to reply, 

And waft to diſtant climes the leſsening cry. 


At length, from path to path, and glade to glade, 


. Midft woven thickets and impending ſhade, 


hro? the ſteep wilderneſs their way they won, 


And reach'd the ſhelve that open'd to the ſun : 


Then up the ſlope they ſpeed them, ſwift as wind, 
As ſwift the hunters preſs, and ſhout behind. 


But now no more our courſers pull the rein 
O'er the firm greenſward, or expanded plain, 
Thro' rude and craggy grounds, thro' miry clay, 
We urge with peril our o'er-labour'd way, 
Caſt, here and there along the dang'rous courſe, 
Lies ſpread the rider, and the flound'ring horſe; 
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But onward ſtill the foremoſt preſs, nor mind 
To aſk for luckleſs friends that limp behind. 
At laſt the bottom of a mount we reach d, 

Whoſe top from ſea to ſea its proſpect ſtretch'd, 
And ſeem'd a look of ſtately ſcora to throw 
On the proud works of little men below. 


With half a pack, and ſcarcely half a train, 
We dare all dangers, and all toil diſdain ; 
The dogs near faint, yet ſtill on flaughter bent, 
With tongues abrupt avow the burning ſcent; 
The pending cliffs audaciouſly eſsay, 
And trot, or crawl, or climb their deſperate way. 
While ſlanting we avoid the head-long deep, 
Yet bend, preſs on, and labour up the ſteep. 


Where the brow beetling from the mountain ſprung _ 
With ſtunted thorn and ſhaggy rocks o'erhung, | 
Beneath whoſe baſe a ſanded bench, with ſhade 
Of furze and tangling thicket was o'erlaid, * 
Reynard his palace kept, his regal ſeat, a 
His fort of ſure reſource and laſt retreat; 

The reſt were but the manſions of a night, 

For caſual reſpite, or for freſh delight. 


Here a Vulcanian Cacus erſt was ſaid 
To hale the carcaſses whoſe blood he ſhed ; 
Or as in rolls of old romance we read 
Of ravening giants, an enormous breed, 
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With grizly bones who hung their ſpacious bowery | 
Dire trophies of their cruelty and power: 

So bones and blood did Reynard's hall diſtain; 
And whit'ning ſkeletons confeſs'd the lain ; 

Hens, leverets, lambs—ſad trophies of his art, 
His raging appetite and ruthleſs heart. 

To this dead fort, with many a hard eſsay, 

We win with peril our o'er-labour'd way; 

At length our journey, not our work 1s done, 

The way indeed, but not the fort is won. 


Here, had the felon earth'd—with many a hound 
And many a horſe we gird his hold around: 
The hounds fore heaven their accuſation ſpread, - 
And cry for juſtice on his caitiff head. 


* 
"4 


Meanwhile with cutlaſses we clear each buſh 
Of platted black-thorn and of ſtubborn bruſh, 
Remove the covert of befriending night, 

And on the cavern's entrance pour the light.— 
Aghaſt, and trembling in the burſt of day, 
With haggard eyes the ſhrinking ſavage lay; 
In vain he glares his deſperate glance around, 
No ſcape—no ſtratagem—no hope is found! 
He dies!—he dies! the echoing hills reply, 
And the loud triumph rends the vaulted ſky. 
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THE SUPERANNUATED HORSE 
10 HIS MASTER, 
Who had ſentenced him to die at the end of Summer. 


Axp haſt thou fix'd my doom, ſweet maſter, ſay? 
And wilt thou kill thy ſervant old and pare 
A little longer let me live, I pray; 

A little longer hobble round thy door! 


For much itiglads me to behold this place, 
And houſe me in this hoſpitable ſhed : 4 
It glads me more to ſee my maſter's face, if 

And linger on the ſpot where I was bred. 


For O! to think of what we both enjoy'd, 

In my life's prime, ere I was old and poor! 
Then from the jocund morn to eve employ'd, 
My gracious maſter on my back I bore. 


Thrice told ten years have danc'd on down along, 
Since firſt to thee theſe way-worn limbs J gave; 
Sweet ſmiling years! when both of us were young, 
The kindeſt maſter, and the happieſt ſlave! 


Ah years ſweet ſmiling! now for ever flown! 
Ten years thrice told, alas, are as a day! 
Yet, as together we are aged grown, 
Together let us wear that age away! 
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For ſtill the older times are dear to thought, 
And rapture mark'd each minute as it flew ; 
Light were our hearts, and ev'ry ſeaſon brought 
Pains that were ſoft, or pleaſures that were new. 


Ah! call to mind, how oft near ScariNnc's ſtream, 
My ready ſteps were bent to yonder grove, 

Where ſhe who lov'd thee was thy tender theme, 
And I, thy more than meſsenger of love! 


For when thy doubting heart felt fond alarms, 
And throbb'd alternate with its hope and fear, 
Did I not bear thee to thy fair one's arms, 
Aſsure thy faith, and dry up ev'ry tear 


And haſt rhov fix'd my doom, ſweet maſter, ſay! 
And wilt thou kill thy ſervant old and poor? 
A little longer let me live, I pray! 
A little longer hobble round thy door! 


Yet ah! in vain, in vain, for life I plead, 
If Nature hath denied a longer date: 

Still do not THOU behold thy ſervant bleed, 
Tho! weeping Pity has decreed his fate. 


But O, kind Nature! take thy victim's life! 
End THOU a ſervant, feeble, old, and poor! 

So ſhalt thou ſave me from th' uplifted knife, 
And gently ſtretch me at my maſter's door. 


| 
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SONG. 
By Lord Littleton. 


Sar, Myra, why is gentle love 

A ſtranger to that mind, 
Which pity and eſteem can move; 
Which can be juſt and kind? 


Is it becauſe you fear to ſhare 

The ills that love moleſt ; 

The jealous doubt, the tender care, 
That rack the am'rous breaſt ? 


Alas! by ſome degree of woe 

We every bliſs muſt gain: 

The heart can ne'er a tranſport know, 
That never feels a pain. 


| 


EQUALITY. 
By Dr. Dodd. 


Ovory Thomas to William, “ that Numſkull behold! 
How he lolls in his chariot, embelliſh'd with gold! 
With his ſleek courtly ſlaves in rich liveries behind: 
Ten thouſand a year, with ſo ſenſeleſs a mind! 


< 
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« How unequal the Deity things doth diſpenſe! 
Such wealth to a wretch without feeling or ſenſe!” 


Hold, Thomas, ſaid William, too faſt you proceed, 

© You take but one ſide of the queſtion indeed: 

« Suppoſe me of power to ſay to yourſelf, 

« Here, preſto, Sir Murmurer, change with that elf, 

« Give to him, what I gave you, refinement of ſoul, 

« Senſe, feeling, diſcernment, wit, taſte, —quit” the 
whole: | | 

« In an inſtant, come take his ten thouſands,--yik 
pence— | 

4 Be him, ſuch a dolt, without feeling or ſenſe.” 

- You heſitate, Tom—* My good friend, he reply'd, 

41 feel I am wrong; you have truth on your ſide; 

«© The Deity, henceforth, I'll thank and revere— 

« A Mind is a balance for thouſands a year.” 


EPIGRAM. 


On a Young Lady's refufing to ſhew her band. 
| — ee 


No argument could Celia move, $0 

With ſtrong reluctance ſtill ſhe ſtrove 
Her lovely hand to hide: 

The caſe is plain, ſhe was afraid 

That plac'd in view, it might be ſaid, 
Twas by her hand they dy'd. 
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EPIGRAM. 
By M. de Maucroir. 
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So zealouſly why will my friend 
| To take a wife inceſsant preſs me? 
I'm well aware what joys attend, 
If heaven in my choice ſhould bleſs me. 


But can one be too circumſpect ? 

'Tis dang'rous vent'ring on a wife! 
Some ſound philoſophers direct 

—A man ſhould think on't all his life. 


— — 


FROM AN ODE TO REFLECTION. 


By Mrs. Robinſon. 
— — 


Beuo lp the wretch, whoſe ſordid heart, 
Steep'd in Content's oblivious balm, 
Secure in Luxury's bewitching calm, 

Repels pale Mis'ry's touch, and mocks Affliction's aſt: 
Unmov'd he marks the bitter tear; | 
In vain the plaints of Woe his thoughts aſsail ; 

The baſhful mourner's piteous tale 
Nor melts his flinty ſoul, nor vibrates on his ear. 
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O, bleſt:ReyLECTION! let thy magic pow'r 
Awake his torpid ſenſe, his flumb'ring thought; 
Tell him, ApversITY's unpitied hour 
A brighter leſson gives, than ſtoics taught: 
Tell him, that WeALTH no bleſsing can impart 
So ſweet as PiTy's tear—that bathes the wounded heart, 


Go, tell the vain, the inſolent, and fair, 

That life's beſt days are only days of care; 
That BRAU r, flutt'ring like a painted fly, | 

Owes to the ſpring of youth it's rareſt dye; 

When winter comes, it's charms ſhall fade away, 

And the poor inſect wither in decay: 

Go, bid the giddy phantom learn from thee, 

That VII TVs only braves Mortality! 


3 ·¹117——9—————ß—ß——r—r—r————— 
FROM AN ODE TO MEDITATION. 


By the Same. 


SWEET CHILD OF REASON! maid ſerene; 
With folded arms and penſive mien, 

Who, wand'ring near yon thorny wild, 

So oft my length'ning hours beguil'd. 
How oft with thee I've ſtroll'd unſeen 
O'er the lone valley's velvet green; 

And bruſh'd away the twilight dew 

That ſtain'd the cowſlip's golden hue: 


» 
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Oft as I ponder'd o'er the ſcene, | 
Would Mem'ry picture to my heart 
How full of grief my days have been, 
How ſwiftly rapt'rous hours depart ; 
Then would'ſt thou ſweetly reaſoning ſay— 
« TIME journeys thro? the rougheſt day.“ 


The HEerMiT from the world retir'd, 
By calm Religion's voice inſpir'd, | 
Tells how ſerenely time glides on, 
From crimſon morn till ſetting ſun; 
Within his breaſt nor ſorrows mourn, 
Nor cares perplex, nor paſsions burn; 
No jealous fears, or boundleſs joys, 
The tenor of his mind deſtroys. 
Hz bleſses HEav*Nn's benign decree, 
That gave his days to PEACE and THEE. 


| 


The gentle Ma1D, whoſe roſeate bloom | 
Fades faſt within a cloyſter's gloom ; 
Far by relentleſs FATE remov'd 
From all her youthful fancy lov'd; 
Led by Tay downy hand, ſhe ſtrays 
Along the green dell's tangled maze; 
Where, thro' dank leaves, the whiſp'ring ſhow'rs 
Awake to life the fainting flow'rs. 
Abſorb'd by Taz, ſhe hears no more 
The diſtant torrent's fearful roar; 
The well-known VesPEeR's ſilver tone; 
The bleak wind's deſolating moan; 
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No more ſhe weeps at Fate's decree, 1 

But yields her penfive ſoul to THEE. 


The Sack, whoſe palſy'd head bends low 
Midſt ſcatter'd locks of ſilv'ry ſnow ; 
Still by his Mixp's clear luſtre tells 
What warmth within hjs-boſom dwells; 
How glows his heart with treaſur'd lore, 
How rich in Wiſdom's boundleſs ſtore ! 
He lifts his radiant eyes, which gleam 

With Reſignation's fainted beam; 
And, as the weeping ſtar of Morn 
Sheds laſtre on the wither'd thorn, 

His tear benign calm comfort throws 
O' er rugged Life's corroding woes; 
His pious ſoul's enlighten'd rays 

Dart forth, to gild his wint'ry days; 
He ſmiles ſerene at Heav'n's decree, 
And his laſt hour reſigns to THERE. 


Oft my full heart to THERE hath flown, 
And wept for mis' ries not its own; 
Oft have I ſunk upon Tay breaſt, 
And lulPd my weary mind to reſt; 
„Till I have own'd the bleſt decree, 
That gave my ſoul to PACE and THEE, 
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FROM THE FADED BOUQUET. 


By the Same. 


* 


Fair was this bluſhing Rose of May, 
And ev'ry ſpangl'd leaf look'd gay; 
Sweet was this PRIMROSE of the dale, 
When on it's native turf it grew; 
And decked with charms this LiLy pale; 
And rich this VioLEeT's purple hue. 


This od'rous WOooDBINE fill'd the grove 
With muſky gales of balmy pow'r, 
When with the MYRTLE interwove, 
It hung luxuriant round my bow'r. 


Ah, Rose! forgive the hand ſevere, 
That ſnatch'd thee from thy ſcented bed; "4 

Where, bow'd with many a pearly tear, 
Thy widow'd partner droops it's head: 


And thou, ſweet VioLET, modeſt flow'r, 
O take my ſad relenting ſigh! 
Nor ſtrain the breaſt whoſe glowing pow'r 


With too much fondneſs bade thee die. 
VOL. I, H | \ 


38 THE BOUQUET. 
— ¹(l̃ä— 
Sweet LILL V, had I never gaz'd 
With rapture on your gentle form, 
You might have died, unknown, unprais'd, 
The victim of ſome ruthleſs ſtorm. 


Inconſtant WoopBi1NnE, wherefore rove 
With gadding ſtem about my bow'r ? 

Why, with my darling MYRTLE wove, 
In bold defiance mock my pow'r? 


Yet, yet, repine not, tho' ſtern FATE 
Hath nipt thy leaves of varying hue; 

Since all that's lovely, ſoon or late, 
Shall ſick'ning fade—and die like you. 


— — —— — 
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HENRY AND ELIZA. 
A Ballad founded on facts. 


_ Er1za was beyond compare, 
The pride of all the plain, 
Fair, yet belov'd by every fair, 
Ador'd by every ſwain. 


Tho' Nature had each charm combin'd, 
The beauteous maid to grace, 

And bade the ſweetneſs of her mind 
Stand pictur'd in her face; 
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Yet Fortune, from her earlieſt years, 

A fate diſaſtrous wove; 
And doom'd her to an age of tears, 

For one ſhort hour of love. 


In childhood's helpleſs ſtate, bereft 
Of parents' watchful care; 

Her inexperienc'd youth was left 
A prey to every ſnare. 


One only fault the maid poſseſs'd— 
If that a fault we deem 

A tender, unſuſpecting breaſt, 
Too laviſh of eſteem. 


Unvers'd in woes that others find, 
In wiles that others fear; 

Artleſs herſelf, ſhe thought mankind 

Mere, like herſelf, ſincere. 


But ah! ere yet the luckleſs maid 
Had fifteen ſummers run, 

Her faith and honour were betray'd— 
Her virtue was undone. 


Young Henxy, with ſucceſsful art, 


To win her favour ſtrove; 
Long practis'd on her youthful heart, 


And early gain'd her love. 
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Fraught with each ſoft reſiſtleſs charm, * 
With each perſuaſive pow'r, 
He ſtill'd Diſcretion's kind alarm, 
And cropp'd the virgin flow'r. 


Her orphan ſtate, her tender years, 
Her pure unſpotted fame, 
Serv'd but to huſn his guilty fears, 
And fan his lawleſs flame. 


By Honour's dictates unreſtrain'd, 
By Faith nor Juſtice ſway'd; 

That confidence his vows obtain'd, 
His perfidy betray'd.— 


So poor EL1ZA's hapleſs fate 
| Fill'd Henry's breaſt with care; 
Nor could the vain parade of ſtate 
Protect him from 1 8 


He ſaw the beauties once he priz'd, 
All wither in their bloom, 
Buy lawleſs paſsion ſacrific'd 
Untimely to the tomb. 


For how could injur'd Honour look 
Its author in the face? ; 

Or how could ſuff*ring Virtue brook 
Invective and diſgrace ? 
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No ſorrows could afford relief, 
No penitence atone ; 
The ſigh ſhe gave to others? grief, 
She wanted for her own. | 


The partners of her youthful years 
Unpitying her diſtreſs, - 

Nor kindly help'd to dry her tears, 

Nor ſtrove to make them leſs. 


Her lov'd companions turn'd away, 
To former friendſhip cold ; 

And left her in Affliction's day, 
Uncheriſh'd unconſol'd. 


So ever thro' the world we find 
Each breaſt at woe recoils, 

And all the favours of mankind 
But laſt while Fortune ſmiles. 


Too juſt, life's guilty joys t' endure, 
Too weak its thorns to brave; 
No friend but Death ſhe could procure, 
No comfort but the grave. 


” —__O CC 


Awhile ſhe Heav'n's forgiveneſs pray'd, 1 
For errors long confeſt; | 

Then ſought the ſolitary ſhade, 

And ſilent ſunk to reſt. 
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Hard- fortun'd ſex! in every ſtate, 
From Cuſtom's rigid pow'r, 

Years of remorſe can't expiate 
One inadvertent hour. 


Unſkill'd in life's precarious way, 
Should Love their boſoms burn, 

And yielding Nature chance to ſtray, 
They never can return. 


In vain they with repentant ſighs 
Their ſad experience mourn ; 


E'en thoſe who ought to ſympathize, 
Abandon them with ſcorn. 


Say why, ye virgins, who beſtow 
On moſt Compaſsion's tear; 

The pangs alone yourſelves may know, 
You thus refuſe to cheer ? 


O! rather kindly condeſcend 
To aid the drooping fair; 
Your mercy with your juſtice blend, 
And ſnatch them from deſpair. 


ELIZA's death, when HENRY heard, 
He gave a piteous groan ; 

The cenſure of the world he fear'd, 
But more he fear'd his own. 
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At length, with conſtant grief o'ercome, 
With anguiſh, and diſmay; 
He hied him to the lonely tomb 

Which held EL1za's clay. 


There weeping o'er the turf-clad ground, 


Of all exiſtence tir'd; 
He caſt his ſtreaming eyes around, 
And mournfully expir'd. 


Thus warn'd, ye fair, with caution arm 
'Gainſt man's perfidious arts; 

Since youth and beauty vainly charm 
When honour once departs. 


Let Hymen's ſacred hands unite, 
Where paſsion is declar'd ; 
Give ſanction to approv'd delight, 

And authorize regard. 


So ſhall no rankling cares annoy, 
No tears unceaſing flow ; 

So ſhall you feel a mother's joy, 

Without a mother's woe. 
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In vain he flew to crouds and courts, 
Guilt every bliſs deſtroys; 
Intruded on his morning ſports, 
And damp'd his evening joys. 
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MONODY, ' 
To the Memory of a Young Lady, who died in Child-bed, 


By Mr. Shaw. G 
— — —rmmmnn mmm 
Ver do I live! O how ſhall I ſuſtain C 
This vaſt unutterable weight of woe ? 
This worſe than hunger, poverty, or pain, 1 
Or all the complicated ills below— 
She, in whoſe life my hopes were treaſur'd all, Il 
Is gone—for ever fled— 
My deareſt EMMa's dead; 
Theſe eyes, theſe tear-ſwol'n eyes beheld her fall: N 
Ah no- ſnhe lives on ſome far happier ſhore, A 
She lives—but (cruel thought!) ſhe lives for me no A 
more. 
I, who the tedious abſence of a day Fc 


Remov'd, would languiſh for my charmer's ſight, 
Wou'd chide the ling'ring moments for delay, 
And fondly blame the flow return of night; 
How, how ſhall I endure 
(O mis'ry paſt a cure!) 
Hours, days and years ſucceſsively to roll, 
Nor ever more behold the comfort of my ſoul? 
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Was ſhe not all my fondeſt wiſh could frame? 
Did ever mind ſo much of Heav'n partake? 
Did ſhe not love me with the pureſt flame, 
And give up friends and fortune for my ſake? 
Tho? mild as ev'ning ſkies, 
With downcaſt, ſtreaming eyes, 
Stood the ſtern frown of ſupercilious brows, 
Deaf to their brutal threats, and faithful to her vows ? 


Come, then, ſome muſe, the ſaddeſt of the train, 
(No more your bard ſhall dwell on idle lays) 
Teach me each moving melancholy ſtrain, 
And O diſcard the pageantry of phraſe: 
Ill ſuit the flow'rs of ſpeech with woes like mine! 
Thus, haply, as I paint 
The ſource of my complaint, 
My ſoul may own th' impaſsion'd line; 
A flood of tears may guſh to my relief, 


And from my ſwelling heart diſcharge this load of 
grief. 


Forbear, my fond officious friends, forbear 
To wound my ears with the ſad tales you tell; 
* How good ſhe was, how gentle, and how fair!” 
In pity ceaſe—alas! I know too well: 
How, in her ſweet, expreſsive face 
Beam'd forth the beauties of her mind, 
Yet heighten'd by exterior grace 
Of manners moſt engaging, molt refin'd ; 
No piteous object could ſhe ſee, 
YOL. 1, t 
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But her ſoft boſom ſhar'd the woe, 
Whilſt ſmiles of affability 
Endear'd whatever boon ſhe might beſtow, 
Whateer th' emotions of her heart, | 
Still ſhone conſpicuous in her eyes, 
Stranger to ev'ry female art; 
Alike to feign, or to diſguiſe : 
- And'O the boaſt how rare! 
The ſecret in her faithful breaſt repos'd, 
She ne'er with lawleſs tongue diſclos'd, 
In facred ſilence lodg'd inviolate there. 
O feeble words—unable to expreſs 
Her matchleſs virtues, or my own diſtreſs ! 
Relentleſs Death! that, ſteel'd to human woe, 
With murd'rous hands deals havock on mankind, 
Why (cruel!) ſtrike this deprecated blow, 
And leave ſuch wretched multitudes behind? 
Hark! Groans come wing'd on ev'ry breeze! 
The ſons of Grief prefer their ardent vow; 
Oppreſs'd with ſorrow, want, or dire diſeaſe, 
And ſupplicate thy aid, as I do now : | 
In vain—Perverſe, {till on th' unweeting head 
Tis thine thy vengeful darts to ſhed; 
Hope's infant bloſsoms to deſtroy, -- 
And drench in tears the face of joy. 
But oh! fell tyrant! yet expect the hour 
When Virtue ſhall renounce thy pow'r; 
When thou no more ſhalt blot the face of day, 
Nor mortals tremble at thy rigid fway. 


_ # _ 
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Alas! the day —where- eber I turn my eyes, 
Some ſad memento of my loſs appears; 

I fly the fatal houſe—ſuppreſs my ſighs, 

Reſolv'd to dry my unavailing-tears : 
But, ah! in vain—no change of time or place 
The mem'ry can efface 
Of all that ſweetneſs, that enchanting air, 
Now loſt: and nought remains but anguiſh and 
deſpair. 


Where were the delegates of Heav'n, oh where! 
Appointed Virtue's children ſafe to keep! 

Had Innoceace or Virtue been their care, 
She had not dy'd, nor had I hv'd to weep: 

Mov'd by my tears, and by her patience mov'd, 
To ſee her force th' endearing ſmile, 


My ſorrows to beguile, 
When Torture's keeneſt rage ſhe prov'd; 
Sure they had warded that untimely dart, . 
Which broke her thread of life, and rent a huſbarid's 
heart. | | 


How ſhall I &er forget that dreadful hour, 
When feeling Death's reſiſtleſs pow'r, 

My hand ſhe preſs'd, wet with her falling tears, 

And thus, in falt'ring accents, ſpoke her fears 

Ah, my lov'd lord, the tranſient ſcene is o'er, 

“And we muſt part (alas!) to meet no more! 

© But oh! if &er thy EMMA's name was dear, 

f e'er thy vows have charm'd my raviſh'd ear; 
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« If, from thy lov'd embrace my heart to gain, 
Proud friends have frown'd, and Fortune ſmil'd in 

cc vain; | M 

If it has been my ſole endeavour, till 
To act in all, obſequious to thy will; 
« To watch thy very ſmiles, thy wiſh to know, 
Then only truly bleſt when thou wert ſo: 
„If I have/doated with that fond exceſs, 
&« Nor Love cou'd add, nor Fortune make it leſs; 
66 If this I've done, and more—oh then be kind 
« To the dear lovely babe I leave behind, 
«© When time my once-lov'd memory ſhall efface, 
«© Some happier maid may take thy EMMA's place, 
« With envious eyes thy partial fondneſs ſee, 
« And hate it for the love thou bore to me: 
« My deareſt 8 forgive a woman's fears, 
« But one word more (1 cannot bear thy tears) 
« Promiſe—and I will truſt thy faithful vow, ” 
(Oft have I tried, and ever found thee true) 
* That to ſome diſtant ſpot thou wilt remove 
4 This fatal pledge of hapleſs Emma's love, 
Where, ſafe, thy blandiſhments it may partake, 
« And oh! be tender for its mother's ſake. 
« Wilt thou? 
« ] know thou wilt—ſad ſilence ſpeaks aſsent, 
« And in that pleaſing hope thy EMMA dies con- 
| « tent.” 


I, who, with more than manly ſtrength, have bore 
The various ills impos'd by cruel fate, 
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Suſtain the firmneſs of my ſoul no more, 
But fink beneath the weight: 
Juſt Heav'n (I cry'd) from Mem'ry's earlieſt day 
No comfort has thy wretched ſuppliant known, 
Misfortune ſtill with unrelenting ſway 
Has claim'd me for her own. 
But O—in pity to my grief, reſtore 
This only ſource of bliſs; I aſk—I aſk no more 
Vain hope—th irrevocable doom is paſt, 
Ev'n now ſhe looks—ſhe ſighs her laſt— 
Vainly I ſtrive to ſtay her fleeting breath, 
And, with rebellious heart, proteſt againſt her 
death. | 


When the ſtern tyrant clos'd her lovely eyes, 
How did I rave, untaught to bear the blow! 
With impious with to tear her from the ſkies ; 
How curſe my fate in bitterneſs of woe! 
But whither wou'd this dreadful frenzy lead ; 
Fond man forbear, 
Thy fruitleſs ſorrow ſpare, 
Dare not to taſk what Heav'n's high will decreed; 
In humble rev'rence kiſs th' afflicted rod, 
And proſtrate bow to an offended God. 


Perhaps kind Heav'n in mercy dealt the blow, 
Some ſaving truth thy roving ſoul to teach: 

To wean thy heart from grov'ling views below, 
And point out bliſs beyond Misfortune's reach: 

To ſhew that all the flatt'ring ſchemes of joy, 
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Which tow'ring Hope ſo fondly builds in air, 
One fatal moment can deſtroy, 
And plunge th' exulting maniac in deſpair. 
Then O! with pious fortitude ſuſtain 
Thy preſent loſs—haply, thy future gain; 
Nor let thy EMMA die in vain: 
Time ſhall adminiſter its wonted balm, 
And huſh this ſtorm of grief to no unpleaſing calm, 


Thus the poor bird, by ſome diſaſtrous fate 
Caught and impriſon'd in a lonely cage, 
Torn from its native fields, and dearer mate, 
Flutters awhile and ſpends its little rage : 
But finding all its efforts weak and vain, 
No more it pants and rages for the plain; 
Moping awhile, in ſullen mood 
Droops the ſweet mourner—but, ere long, 
Prunes its light wings, and pecks its food, 
| And meditates the ſong : 
Serenely ſorrowing, breathes its piteous caſe, 


And with its plaintive warblings ſaddens all the place. 


Forgive me, Heav'n—yet—yet the tears will flow, 
To think how ſoon my ſcene of bliſs is paſt! 

My budding joys juſt promiſing to blow, 

All nipp'd and wither'd by one envious blaſt! 

My hours that laughing wont to fleet away, 

Move heavily along; 

Where's now the ſprightly jeſt, the jocund ſong? 

Time creeps unconſcious of delight: 


— 
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How ſhall I cheat the tedious day ? 
And O—the joyleſs night! 
Where ſhall I reſt my weary head? 
How ſhall I find repoſe on a ſad widow'd bed? 


Come Theban drug, the wretch's only aid, 
To my torn heart its former peace reſtore ; 
Thy vot'ry, wrapp'd in thy Lethean ſhade, 
| Awhile ſhall ceaſe his ſorrows to deplore: 
Haply, when lock'd in Sleep's embrace, 
Again I ſhall behold my EMmMa's face; 
Again with tranſport hear 
Her voice, ſoft whiſp'ring in my ear; 
May ſteal once more a balmy kiſs, 
And taſte, at leaſt, of viſionary bliſs. 


But ah! th' unwelcome morn's obtruding light 
Will all my ſhadowy ſchemes of bliſs depoſe, 
Will tear the dear illuſion from my ſight, 
And wake me to the ſenſe of all my woes: 
If to the verdant fields I ſtray, 
Alas! what pleaſures now can theſe convey ? 
Her lovely form purſues where e'er I go, 
And darkens all the ſcene with woe. 
By Nature's laviſh bounties chear'd no my 
Sorrowing I rove 
Through valley, grot, and grove; 
Nought can 2heir beauties or my loſs reſtore; 
No herb, no plant, can med'cine my diſeaſe, . 


And my fad ſighs are borne on ev'ry paſsing breeze. 
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Sickneſs and Sorrow hov'ring round my bed, 
Who now with anxious haſte ſhall bring relief, 
With lenient hand ſupport my drooping head, 
Aſswage my pains, and mitigate my grief? 
Should worldly buſineſs call away, 
Who now ſhall in my abſence fondly mourn, 
Count every minute of the loitering day, 


] 


Impatient for my quick return? þ 
Shou'd. aught my boſom diſcompoſe, 
Who now with ſweet complacent air, 
Shall ſmooth the rugged brow of care, þ 
And ſoften all my woes? A 
Too faithful Mem'ry—Ceaſe, O ceaſe— 
How ſhall I &er regain my peace? F: 
(O to forget her)—but how vain each art, 
Whilſt ev'ry virtue lives imprinted on my heart. J 
| | | ( 
And thou, my little cherub, left behind, 
To hear a father's plaints, to ſhare his woes, V 
When Reaſon's dawn informs thy infant mind, * 
And thy ſweet-liſping tongue ſhall aſk the cauſe, 
How oft with ſorrow ſhall mine eyes run o'er, 1 
When, twining round my knees, I trace | 
Thy mother's ſmile upon thy face? * 
How oft to my full heart ſnalt thou reſtore 1 
Sad mem'ry of my joys—ah now no more! 
By bleſsings once enjoy'd now more diſtreſt, * 
| More beggar by the riches once poſseſt. 
þ My little darling !—dearer to me grown T 
j By all the tears thou'ſt caus d (O ſtrange to hear!) A 


| 
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Bought with a life yet dearer than thy own, 


Thy cradle purchas'd with thy mother's bier: 
Who now ſhall ſeek, with fond delight, 
Thy infant ſteps to-guide aright ? 

She who with doating eyes, wou'd gaze 
On all thy little artleſs ways, 

By all thy ſoft endearments bleſt, 

And claſp thee oft with tranſport to her breaſt, 
Alas! is gone—Yet ſhalt thou prove 

A father's deareſt, tend'reſt love: 

And O! ſweet, ſenſeleſs ſmiler (envied ſtate!) 
As yet unconſcious of thy hapleſs fate, 

When years thy judgement ſhall mature, 
And Reaſon ſhews thoſe ills it cannot cure, 
Wilt thou, a father's grief t' aſswage, 

For virtue prove the phcenix of the earth ? 
(Like her, thy mother dy'd to give thee birth) 
And be the comfort of my age! 

When ſick and languiſhing I lie, 

Wilt thou my EMMaA's wonted care ſupply? 
And oft, as, to thy liſt'ning ear, 

Thy mother's virtues and her fate I tell, 

| Say, wilt thou drop the tender tear, 
Whilſt on the mournful theme I dwell ? 

Then fondly ſtealing to thy father's ſide, 
Whene'er thou ſee'ſt the ſoft diſtreſs, 

Which I would vainly ſeek to hide, 

Say, wilt thou ſtrive to make it leſs? 

To ſooth my ſorrows all thy cares employ, 
And in my cup of grief infuſe one drop of joy? 
YOL, 1. K 
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SweerT bird! that kindly perching near, 
Poureſt thy plaints melodious in mine ear, 
Not, like baſe worldlings, tutor'd to forego 
The melancholy haunts of Woe, 
Thanks for thy ſorrow-ſoothing ſtrain :— 
For ſurely, thou haſt known to prove, | 
Like me, the pangs of hapleſs love, 
Elſe why fo feelingly complain, 
And with thy * notes thus ſadden all the gron! 
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Say, doſt thou mourn thy raviſh'd mate, 

That oft enamour'd on thy ſtrains has hung? 
Or has the cruel hand of Fate 

Bereft thee of thy darling young ? 

Alas, for BOTH, I weep— 

In all the pride of youthful charms, 
A beauteous bride torn from my circling arms! 

A lovely babe, that ſhou'd have liy'd to bleſs, 

And fill my doating eyes with frequent tears, 

At once the ſource of rapture and diſtreſs, 
| The flattering prop of my declining years! , | 


THE BOUQUET: 75 


In vain from Death to reſcue I clay d, 
By ev'ry art that Science cou'd deviſe, 
Alas! it languiſt'd for a mother's aid, 
And wing'd it's flight to ſeek her in the Kies 
Then O our comforts be the ſame, 
At evening's peaceful hour, 
To ſhun the noiſy paths of Wealth and Fame, 
And breathe our ſorrows in this lonely bow'r. 


But why, alas! to thee complain! 
To thee—unconſcious of my pain! 
Soon ſhalt thou ceaſe to mourn thy lot ſevere, 
And hail the dawning of a happier year: 
"The genial warmth of joy-renewing ſpring 
Again ſhall plume thy ſhatter'd wing; 
Again thy little heart ſhall tranſport prove, 
Again ſhall flow thy notes reſponſive to thy love: 
But O for me in vain may ſeaſons roll, 
Nought can dry up the fountain of my tears, 
Deploring ſtill the comroRT OF MY sour, 
I count my ſorrows by increaſing years. 


Tell me, thou ſyren Hope, deeriver ſay, 

Where is the promis'd period of my woes? 
Full three long, lingering years have roll'd away, 

And yet I weep, a ſtranger to repoſe : 

O what deluſion did thy tongue employ! 

„That EMMa's fatal pledge of love, 

Her laſt bequeſt—with all a mother's care, 
* The bitterneſs of ſorrow ſhou'd remove, 
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« Soften the horrors of deſpair, | 

And clear a heart long loſt to joy!“ 

How oft, when fondling in mine arms, 

Gazing enraptur'd on its angel-face, 

My ſoul the maze of Fate wou'd vainly trace, 

And burn with all a father's fond alarms! | 
And O what flattering ſcenes had Fancy feign'd, 

How did I rave of bleſsings yet in ſtore! / 

Till ev'ry aching ſenſe was ſweetly pain'd, 

And my full heart could bear, nor tongue could 

utter more.— 


t Juſt Heav'n,” I cry'd—with recent hopes elate, 

Vet I will live—will live, tho' EMMa's dead 

« So long bow'd down beneath the ſtorms of Fate, 

« Yet will I raiſe my woe-dejected head 

« My little EMMA, now my ALL, 
„ Will want a father's care, 

« Her looks, her wants my raſh reſolves recall, 

&« And for her ſake the ills of life I'll bear: 

« And oft together we'll complain, 

« Complaint, the only bliſs my ſoul can know, 

« From me, my child ſhall learn the mournful tran, 

« And prattle tales of woe: 

And O in that auſpicious hour, 

„When Fate reſigns her perſecuting pow'r, 

„% With duteous zeal her hand ſhall cloſe, 

© No more to weep—my ſorrow-ſtreaming eyes, 

«© When Death gives Miſery repoſe, 

« And opes a glorious paſsage to the ſkies.” 
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Vain thought! it muſt not be—She too is dead— 
The flattering ſcene is 0'er— 
My hopes for ever—ever fled— 
And Vengeance can no more— _ 
Cruſh'd by Misfortune—blaſted by Diſeaſe— 
And none—none left, to bear a friendly part! 
To meditate my welfare, health or eaſe, 
Or ſooth the anguiſh of an aching heart! 
Now all one gloomy ſcene, till welcome Death, 
With lenient hand (O falſely deem'd ſevere) 
Shall kindly ſtop my grief-exhauſted breath, 
And dry up ev'ry tear: 
Perhaps, obſequious to my will, 
But ah! from my affections far remov'd! 
The laſt ſad office ſtrangers may fulfill, 
As if I ne'er had been belov'd; 
As if unconſcious of poetic fire, 
I ne'er had touch'd the trembling lyre, 
As if my niggard hand ne'er dealt relief, 
Nor my heart melted at another's grief. 


Yet—while this weary life ſhall laſt, 
While yet my tongue can form th* impaſsion'd 
{train, 3 
In piteous accents ſhall the Muſe complain, 
And dwell with fond delay on bleſsings paſt: 
For O how grateful to a wounded heart, 
The tale of miſery to impart! 
From others eyes bid artleſs ſorrows flow, 
And raiſe eſteem upon the baſe of woe! 
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Ev'n Hx, the nobleſt of the tuneful throng, 
Shall deign my love-lorn tale to hear, 
Shall catch the ſoft contagion of my ſong, - 
And pay my penſive Muſe the tribute of a tear. 


_ FEARFUL LOVE. 
From Metaſtafio. 


* 


GenTLE zephyr, as you fly, 
If you kiſs my fair-one's ear, 
Whiſper ſoft that you're a ſigh ;— 
But from whoſe heart ſhe muſt not hear. 
_ Limpid rill, if e'er my love, 
Near thy gurgling runnel rove; 
Murmur-that from tears you riſe, 
But tell her not from whoſe ſad eyes. 


— 


AGAINST INGRATITUDE. 


From the Same. 


Ex yon low ſhrub, whoſe ſenſeleſs form 
Nor life inſpires, nor paſsions warm, 

A grateful recompence beſtows 

On the kind brook by which it grows; 


— 
— 
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For ſince from thence the plant receives 0 
The verdant beauty of its leaves, 

The grateful plant, from ſun beams throws 
Shade to the ſtream from whence it roſe. 
r —————————— R 
ELEGY 10 
ON THE DEATH OF POMPEY: 
A favourite Dog belonging 10 Capt. Harriſon, 
By Mr. Rugeley. 
—— ——— — — 
WairsrT venal hirelings proſtitute their lays, 
And o'er the duſt of titled greatneſs mourn 
Whilſt Sculpture's mercenary hand pourtrays 
Deeds unatchiev'd upon th' indignant urn; 


Shall modeſt worth, in endleſs night to rot, 
Unnotic'd ſink to the devouring grave, 

And not a ſtone where Pour x lies denote ? 
No verſe his merits from oblivion ſave ? 


Forbid it Gratitude No, Sus Ax haſte, * 
Though from the kitchen-fire with kicks and blows 

Thou oft haſt Pour EY driv'n, when in thy breaſt, - 
With tears repented now, fierce choler roſe : 


Haſte, Sus Ax! o'er his mould'ring carcaſe rear 
The pious ſtone, and whilſt thou ſhalt recount 
His matchleſs virtues, mixt with many a tear, 
Myſelf, too weeping, will inſcribe them ont. 
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Oh! may the gay, too ſprightly LAURA, mov'd 
By the recital of our artleſs tale, 

Lament him dead, whom whilſt in life ſhe 1 
For not unlov'd of LAURA, Pour fell. 


Oft' has ſhe ſeen when Joan, oppreſs'd with ſloth, 
Conſtrain'd poor Pome? the cumb'rous load to dng; 
Or, trotting by her ſide, has in his mouth 
Borne the work-baſket, or her knotting-bag. 


SUSAN begin—Beneath his guard we've ſlept 

By midnight thieves and murd'rers undifturb'd; 
His clamours ſuffer*d none t' approach, except 

Our favourite W1LL—his zeal here Prudence curb'l. 


Whene'er our miſtreſs has return'd from Bxcx's, 
With empty'd purſe, and breaſt with anger ſwol'n;_ 
Tir'd with ſuch voles!—ſuch beaſts! as ſaints woull 
vex— 


How often Poux from her ſide has ſtol'n! 


Then have we heard him, through the gloom of night, 
Bark horrid, to inform us when ſhe's nigh; 
And thus admoniſh us at home to quit 
Por JOAN, or Loo, and counterfeit employ. 


Or, when our maſter travers'd back How-hill, 
Pour ran before, and his approach proclaim'd; 
And, ere he enter'd the court-garden, WILL | 
Beneath the dreſser, or the ſink was cramm'd. 
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Vhen tarts or cuſtards were devour'd, whene'er- - 
China was broken, or the ſauces ſpilt; 
doMPEY, though innocent, was wont to bear, 
Without repining, the imputed guilt. 


et nor thy faith, nor ſervices availd - 

The unrelenting hand of Fate to ſtay j 

As all men, ſoon or late, to death muſt yield, 
So ev'ry dog, fad truth! muſt have his day. 


What though no friends in ſable veſtures clad, 
Diſsembling woe, perform'd thy fun'ral rites; 

What though no gorgeous monument, to tread 

b'l. Around thy tomb, the curious Sage excites z + _ 

et oft az SUSAN views thy grave, ſhell ſtop 

To tel! thy praiſes, and with many a thump, 

eclin'd in doleful poſture o'er her mop, 

Beating her penſive breaſt, cry—Here lies Pour! 


—— 


THE NEGRO's COMPLAINT. 
By Mr. Cowper. 


Foxc'p from home and all its pleaſures, 
Afric's waſte I left forlorn; 
To increaſe a ſtranger's treaſures, 
O'er the raging billows borne : 
VOL, 1, L 
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Men from England bought and ſold me, 
Paid my price in paltry gold; 
But tho? theirs they have inroll'd me, 
P Minds are never to be ſold. 


a — 


Still in thought as free as ever, 

What are England's rights, I aſk, 
Me from my delights to ſever, 

Me to torture, me to taſk? 
Fleecy locks and black complexion, 

Cannot forfeit Nature's claim; 
Skins may differ, but affection 

Dwells in white and black the ſame. 


Why did all-creating Nature 
Make the plant for which we toil? 
Sighs muſt fan it, tears muſt water, 
Sweat of our's muſt dreſs the ſoil. 
Think ye, Maſters iron-hearted, 
Lolling at your jovial boards, 
Think how many backs have ſmarted, 
For the ſweets your cane affords. 


Is there, as ye ſometimes tell us, 
Is there ons who reigns on high? 
Has He bid you buy and fell us, 
Speaking from his throne, the ſky+# 
Aſk him if your knotted ſcourges, 
Matches, blood-extorting ſcrews, 
Are the means which duty urges 
Agents of his will to uſe? 


FA 
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Hark, he anſwers!—wild tornadoes 
Strewing yonder ſea with wrecks; 
Waſting towns, plantations, meadows, 
Are the voice with which he ſpeaks : 
He, foreſeeing what vexations 
Afric's ſons ſhould undergo, 
Fix'd their tyrant's habitations 
Where the whirlwinds anſwer—Not 


By our blood in Afric waſted, 
Ere our necks receiv'd the chain; 
By the miſeries that we taſted, 
Crofsing in your barks the main: 
By our ſufferings ſince ye brought us 
To the man-degrading ſmart; 
Ail ſuſtain'd with patience, taught us 
Only by a broken heart. 


Deem our nation brutes no longer, 
Till ſome reaſon ye ſhall find 
Worthier of regard, and ſtronger 
Than the colour of our kind. 
Slaves of gold! whoſe ſordid dealings 
Tarniſh all your boaſted powers; 
Prove that you have human feelings, 
Ere ye proudly queſtion our's. 
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THE AFRICAN BOY. 


By the Same. 


An! tell me little mournful Moor, 
Why {till you linger on the ſhore? 
Haſte to your play-mates, haſte away, 
Nor loiter here with fond delay ; 

When Morn unveil'd her radiant eye 
You hail'd me as I wander'd by, 
Returning at th* approach of Eve 
Your meek ſalute I ſtill receive. 
Benign enquirer, thou ſhalt know 
Why here my loneſome moments flow ; 


»Tis faid, thy countrymen (no more 


Like rav'ning ſharks that haunt the ſhore) 
Return to bleſs, to raiſe, to chear, 


And pay Compaſsion's long arrear. 


Tis ſaid, the numerous captive train, 
Late bound by the degrading chain, 
Triumphant come with ſwelling ſails, - 
Mid ſmiling ſeas and weſtern gales ; 


They come, with feſtive heart and glee, 


Their hands unſhackl'd— minds as free; 
They come, at Mercy's great command, 
To re-poſseſs their native land, 
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The gales that o'er the ocean ſtray, 

And chaſe the waves in gentle play, 

Methinks they whiſper as they fly, 

]UELLEN ſoon will meet thine eye: 

'Tis this that ſoothes her little ſon, 

Blends all his wiſhes into one! 

Ah! were I claſp'd in her embrace, 

I would forgive her paſt diſgrace; 

Forgive the memorable hour 

She fell a prey to tyrant pow'r; 

Forgive her loſt diſtracted air, 

Her ſorrowing voice, her kneeling pray'r; 

The ſuppliant tears that gall'd her cheeks, 

And laſt, her agonizing ſhrieks ; 

Lock'd in her hair a ruthleſs hand, 

Trail'd her along the flinty ſtrand; 

A ruffian trade, with clamours rude, 

The impious ſpectacle purſued ; 

Still as ſhe mov'd in accents mild, 

She cry'd aloud—My child! my child! 

The lofty bark ſhe now aſcends, 

With ſcreams of woe the air ſhe rends; 

The veſsel leſs'ning from the ſhore, 

Her piteous wails I heard no more: 

Now as I ſtretch'd my laſt ſurvey, 

Her diſtant form diſsolv'd away. 

That day is paſt -I ceaſe to mourn— 

Succeeding joy ſhall have its turn: 

Beſide the hoarſe reſounding deep, 

A pleaſing anxious watch I keep; 


— 
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+ * For when the morning cloud ſhall break, 
And darts of day the darkneſs ſtreak, 
Perchance along the glitt'ring main, 

Oh! may this hope not throb in vain, 
To meet theſe long deſiring eyes, 
JUELLEN and the Sun may riſe! 


THE MORNING DREAM. 


Zy the Same. 


"Twas in the glad ſeaſon of Spring 
Aſleep at the dawn of the day, 
I dreamt what I cannot but ſing, 
So pleaſant it ſeem'd as I lay; 
I dreamt that on Ocean afloat, 
Far weſt from fair Albion I ſail'd; 
While the billows high lifted the boat, 
And the freſh-blowing breeze never fail'd. 


In the ſteerage a woman I ſaw, 
Such at leaſt was the form that ſhe wore, 
Whoſe beauty impreſsed with awe, 
Ne'er taught me by woman before: 
She ſat, and a ſhield by her ſide, 
Shed light like a ſun on the waves; 
And ſmiling, divinely ſhe cried, 
« I go to make Freemen of Slaves.” 


” 
— * 
o 
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Then raiſing her voice to a ſtrain; * | 
The ſweeteſt that ear ever heard, 
She ſung of the ſlave-broken chain, 
Wherever her glory appear'd : 
Some clouds which had over us hung. 
Fled chas'd by her melody clear; 
And, methought, while ſhe liberty ſung, 


*Twas liberty only to hear. 2 | 


Thus ſwiftly dividing the flood, | 
To a ſlave-cultur'd iſland we came, 
Where a Demon her enemy ſtood, 
Oppreſsion his terrible name: 
In his hand, as the ſign of ſway, 
A ſcourge hung with laſhes he bore ; 
And ſtood looking out for his prey, 
From Africa's ſorrowful ſhore. 


But ſoon as approaching the land, 
That goddeſs-like woman he view'd, 
The ſcourge he let fall from his hand, 
With blood of his ſubjects imbru'd: 
I ſaw him both ſicken and die, 
And the moment the monſter expir'd, 
Heard ſhouts which aſcended the ſky, 
From thouſands with rapture inſpir'd. 


Awaking, how could I but muſe, 
On what ſuch a dream might betide? 


$8 
But ſoon my ear caught the glad news, 
Which ſerv'd my weak thoughts for a guide; 
That BRITANNIA renown'd o'er the waves, 
For the hatred ſhe ever has ſhewn 
To the black-ſcepter'd ruler of ſlaves, 
|  Refſolves to have none of her own. 
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GRATITUDE.—AN ODE, 
By Dr. Dodd. 


Awaxs, awake, the grateful lyre, 
With rapture touch each tuneful ſtring ; 
SPIRIT OF LOVE, my voice inſpire, 
And aid me while the Saviour's praiſe I ſing. 
Bleſsed MASTER, whence to me 
All this rich benignity ? 
Call'd from nothing, form'd from earth 
Thine my being, Thine my birth; 
What had I, alas! to claim? 
Freely all thy bounties came! 
If I wonder, why more free 
Flow thoſe bounties, Lord, to me, 
Than to thouſand” ſons of duſt, 
Who prefer a claim as juſt? 


el 
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—— Tis the Ts Ree 


\h me! Behold your bricker: nai 


Up that ſandy hill's high — 1 
ith feeble ſteps and flow; the while 


And his back a burden bears, 
And his head is white with cares; 
On his cheek ſits Want, all-pale, 
And his languid eye-balls fail; 
Labour, Penury, and he 

Hand in hand, a woeful three! 
Tottering on her ſtaff behind, 
Weak in body, ſad in mind, 
Lo—up ſhe drags her weary frame, 


Sighing oft as on ſhe goes, 
Revolving all her long life's woes ! 


ell me, oh tell, ye aged pair, 
As my flaunting wheels whirl by, 


an ye behold me, ſeated here 
With other than a diſcontented eye ?— 


If aught, ſure this may be forgiv'n. 
How they labour! while I ride, 
Dear affection by my ſide. 

Full health mantling in my eye, 
Gladneſs, peace, vivacity ! 

YOL I, M 


His long-approv'd induſtrious dame; 


I marvel not; and, gracious Heav'n, 


All reſearches fruitleſs prove: grein 
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The thirſty ſun- beams drink up all his ſtrength ! 
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Soothing Friendſhip gives her balm; A 
Soft Content her happy calm: 
« Plenty wears me at her breaſt,” 
« Pleaſure lulls my ſoul to reſt.” 
Every hope and fear flows even, 
From their women firm faith in Heav'n! 


THRICE Holy {\—whence ſuch love to me! 
Theſe, theſe are thine, as well as I: 
My fellow-chriſtians, dear to Thee— 
F — for them Thou did'ſt not ſcorn to die! 
Let me then the thought improve 
Into gratitude and love: 
Come, and make my heart Thy home, 
Humanity, bright cherub, come; 
And my inmoſt ſoul impreſs 
With ſympathetic tenderneſs :; 
Time prolong but to beſtow 
Balm to every brother's woe: 
Love I aſk—may Love be giv'n ; 
God is Love,—and Love is Heay' > 


— A en 
— eter rr 


THE TEAR. 
Said to be Twritten by the late Queen of Denmark. 


How prone the boſom is to ſigh, 
How prone to weep the human eye! 
As through this painful life we ſteer, 
This valley of a ſigh and TEAR. 
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When by the heart with ſorrow griev'd, 

A thouſand bleſsings are receiv'd, 

With every comfort that can cheer, 

'Tis then bright VikTUE's grateful TEAR. 


When ev'ry parting pang is o'er, 

And friends, long abſent, meet once more, 
Fraught with delight, and love ſincere, 

'Tis then ſweet FRIENDSHIP's joyful TEAR, 
4 When two fond lovers, doom'd to part, 
Feel deadly pangs invade their heart, 
Torn from the object each holds dear, 
'Tis then, O then, the parting TEAR. 


When wretches on the earth reclin'd, 
Their doom of condemnation fign'd, 
(The end of earthly beings near) 

'Tis then ſoft PiTY's gentle TEAR, 


If on ſome lovely creature's face, 
Rich in proportion colours grace, 

A pearly drop ſhould once appear, 
'Tis then the Jowely beauteous TEAR. 


l 


When Mothers, O, the grateful ſight! 
Their children view with fond delight, 
Surrounded by a charge ſo dear, 

'Tis then the fond maternal TEAR. 
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When lovers ſee the beauteous maid 
To whom their fond attention's paid, 


With conſcious bluſhing ſobs draw near, 


'Tis then, O then, the pleading TEAR." 


When two dear friends of kindred mind, 


By every gen'rous tie combin'd, 
Behold their dreaded parting near, 
*Tis then, O then, the parting TEAR, 


But when the wretch with ſin oppreſs'd, 


Strikes in an agony his breaſt; 
All torn with guilt, remorſe, and fear, 
*Tis then the be, the ſaving TEAR, 


————— — 


THE PROGRESS OF LO Ek. 


— . 
DEeJECTION. 


CometLl1'p by a paſsion moſt pure, 
I roſe with the loud-ſinging lark, 

In hopes of my charmer ſecure, 
Croſs'd over the lawn of the park 


The ſmiles of Aurora I hail'd, 

But I wanted my Pr1LL1Da's ſmile; 
In purſuit of the charmer I fail'd, 
And fear ſhe deſpiſes my toil, 


— 
— 


— —— —  — ————— 
Farewell to the daiſy-dreſs'd mead— 
Dejection! I fly to thy cell! 
For ſome other more wealthy decreed, 
Is PHILLIDA deſtin'd, they tell. 


Ceaſe warblers, your ſongs; | and henceforward be 


mute! 
For my Muſe is in ſorrow, and filent my flute. 


JRALOUSY., 
— — — 


I gather'd the violet ſo blue: 
Its colour ſpoke peace to my breaſt; 
An emblem of love that is true 
My love for my fair-one expreſt. 


The primroſe invited my view, 
I lik'd not its colour ſo pale, 
Expreſsive of jealouſy too 
I left it to fade in the vale. 


Such caution 'twere needleſs to take, 
For PHILLI1DA yeſter was ſeen, 


With gifts of a ſwain at the wake, | 
And at night ſhar'd his dance on the green. 


Since Jealouſy's poiſon has harrow'd my breaſt, 
Adieu, ye ſoft bloſsoms of comfort and reſt! 
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CONSOLATION. 
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THE Flower of Love have you ſeen, 
Ye ſhepherds who honour the May ? 
Delightfully ſweet is its mien, 
When warm'd by Aurora's firſt ray. 


So PHILLIDA's ſmiles to my breaſt 
Contentment and pleaſure impart.— 

The Sun was ſet down in the weſt, 
When I bow'd to the pride of my heart. 


As ling'ring we travers'd the vale, 
The ſuit of her ſhepherd ſhe heard: 
More ſweet than the roſe-breathing-gale 
Were her lips when ſhe utter'd the * 


a pleaſing delirium ſteals over my breaſt; 
For my PrILLIDA's hand * the (OP 
reſt, 


CONSUMMATION. 
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Two roſes twin ſiſters that grew, 
Of turtles a pair from their neſt, 
Begirt with a ribbon of blue, 
The ſweet nuptial union expreſt. 
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Dear emblems of innocent bliſs,” = 
Did you merit my Pr1t.tpA's ſmile ? 
Your preſents I ſeal'd with a kiſs, 
And bade a farewell to my toil. 


Next morning our gay village band 
To church my dear PHILIID A bore; 


With pleaſure I gave her my hand; 
My heart had been her's long before. 


And now, gentle Hymen, your bleſsings beſtow ; 
The turtles ſhall bill, and the roſes ſhall blow. 


— | —— — 


SONG. 


Zy Dr. Haadly. 
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Wurx Chloe try'd her virgin fires, 
And firſt her ſhafts let fly; 

She fill'd my breaſt with vague deſfires— 
I thought it was her eye. 


When melting ſtrains fell from her mouth, 
Which gods might with to ſip; 

When all was harmony and truth, — 
IU thought it was her lip. 
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But when ſhe danc' di ſucli air, ſuch grace, 
What mortal cou'd eſcap e? 
I look'd no longer on her fate; 
I ſwore it was her ſhap;e. 
4 
When ſeen by chance, her breaſt Ml 
The purity. within, 
Her ſnowy arm—her iv'ry neck ' 
— Twas then, her lovely ſkin. ' 


Nor eye; nor ſhape, nor neck, nor face, 2 
My boſom did enthrall: 2 +: 

— Twas ſenſe, I found, the happy grace, 
That gave a charm to all. LIE 


-EPITAPH. 


By Dr. Doddridge. 


Hex reſts ſecure, within this narrow cell, 
A youth to pain and diſappointment known; 

Pride mock'd his birth, and Envy ſmil'd to tell 
The hour when ſorrow mark'd him for her on. 


Fix'd on one object was his ſoul ſincere! be 
But Heav'n the recompenſe of love LA 
Long hov'ring o'er th' extremes of hope and'fear, 
_—_ by fate he ſunk, deſpair'd, and * 
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No farther ſeek his mis'ries to diſcloſe, | 
Nor let pale Envy trample on his tomb: 
Here let his hapleſs head enjoy repoſe, 
And leave to Mercy and to God his doom. 


— —ä— ä — 


ODE TO WISDOM. 
By Miſs Carter. 


Tas ſolitary bird of night 
Through the pale ſhades now wings his flight, 
And quits the time-ſhook tow'r, 
Where, ſhelter'd from the blaze of day, 
In philoſophic gloom he lay, | 
Beneath his ivy bow'r. 


With joy I hear the ſolemn ſound, 

Which midnight echoes waft around, 
And ſighing gales repeat: 

Fav'rite of Pallas! I attend, 

And, faithful to thy ſummons, bend 
At Wiſdom's awful ſeat. 


She loves the cool, the ſilent eve, 
Where no falſe ſhows of life deceive, 
Beneath the lunar ray : 
Here Folly drops each vain diſguiſe, 
Nor ſports her gaily-coloured dyes, 
As in the yu of day. 
vor. 1. N 
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O Pallas! queen of ew'ry art, 

« That glads the ſenſe, or mends th heap 
Bleſt ſource of purer joy \ © + 

In ev'ry form of beauty bright, 

That captivates the mental ſight 

With pleaſure and ſurprize; 


To thy unſpotted ſhrine I bow, 

Aſsiſt thy modeſt ſuppliant's vow, 
That breathes no wild deſires: 

But, taught by thy unerring rules 

To ſhew the fruitleſs wiſh of fools, 
To nobler views aſpires. 


Not Fortune's gem, Ambition's plume, 
Nor Cytherea's fading bloom, 
Be objects of my pray'r; 
Let Av'rice, Vanity, and Pride, 
Theſe glitt'ring envied toys divide, 
The dull rewards of Care! 


To me thy better gifts impart, 
Each moral beauty of the heart, 
By ſtudious thought refin'd ; 
For wealth, the ſmiles of glad content, 
For pow'r, its ampleſt, beſt extent, | 
An empire o'er my mind. 
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When Fortune drops her gay parade, 
When Pleaſure's tranſient roſes fade, 
And wither in the tomb, 
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Unchang'd.1s thy immortal prize, 

Thy ever-verdant laurels riſe 
In undecaying bloom. 


By thee protected, I defy 
The coxcomb's ſneer, the ſtupid eye 

Of ignorance and ſpite ; 
Alike contemn the leaden fool, 
And all the pointing ridicule 

Of undiſcerning wit. 

95 TY 

From envy, hurry, noiſe, and ſtrife, 
The dull impertinence of lite, 

In thy retreat I reſt; 
Purſue thee to thy peaceful groves, 
Where Plato's ſacred ſpirit roves, 
In all thy graces dreſt. 


He bid Ilyſsus? tuneful ſtream 
Convey the philoſophic theme © 
Of perfect, fair, and good: 
Attentive Athens caught the ſound, 
And all her lining ſons around 
In awful ſilence ſtood. 


Reclaim'd, her wild licentious youth 

Confeſs'd the potent voice of Truth, 
And felt its juſt controul: 

The Paſsions ceas'd their loud alarms, 

And Virtue's ſoft perſuaſive charms 
O'er all their ſenſes ſtole. 
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Thy breath inſpires the poet's ſong, 
The patriot's free unbiaſs'd tongue, 
The hero's gen'rous ſtrife : 


Thine are Retirement's ſilent joys, 


And all the ſweet endearing ties, 
Of ſtill, domeſtic life. 


No more to fabl'd names confin'd, 

To thee, ſupreme, all- perfect mind, 
My thoughts direct their flight: 

Wiſdom's thy gift, and all her force 

From thee deriv'd, unchanging ſource 
Of intellectual light! 


O ſend her ſure, her ſteady ray, . 

To regulate my doubtful way, 

Through life's perplexing road; 

The miſts of Error to controul, 

And through its gloom direct my ſoul 
To happineſs and good! 


Beneath her clear diſcerning eye 
The viſionary ſhadows fly, 
Of Folly's painted ſhow : 
She ſees, thro? ev'ry fair diſguiſe, 
That all but Virtue's ſolid joys 
Is vanity and woe. | 


— 
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EPIT APH. 
On Mrs. Maſon, in the Cathedral at Briſtol. 


By Mr. Maſon. 


xx, holy earth! all that my ſoul holds dear; 
Take that beſt gift, which Heaven ſo lately gave: 
s Briſtol's fount I bore, with trembling care, 

Her faded form. She bow'd to taſte the wave 


\nd died. Does Youth, does Beauty read the line? 
Does ſympathetic fear their breaſts alarm? 

Speak, dead Maria | breathe a ſtrain divine; 
Ev'n from the grave thou ſhalt have power to charm. 


Bid them be chaſte, be innocent, like thee ; 
Bid them in Duty's ſphere as meekly move: 
And, if ſo fair, from vanity as free, 

As firm in friendſhip, and as fond in love; 


tell them, tho? tis an awful thing to die 

("Twas &en to thee) yet, the dread path once trod, 
Heaven lifts its everlaſting portals high, 

And bids © the pure in heart behold their God.” 
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EPITAPH 
On Miſs Drummond.—By Mr. Maſon. | 
BDU. ˙— 1 
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Hex ſleeps what once was beauty, once was grace; 
Grace that with tenderneſs and ſenſe combin'd 
To form that harmony of ſoul and face, | 

| Where beauty ſhines the mirror of the mind, 


Such was the maid, that in the morn of youth, 
In virgin innocence, in Nature's pride, 

Bleſt with each art that owes its charm to Truth, 
Sunk in her father's fond embrace, and died, 


He weeps: 0 venerate the holy tear! 

Faith lends her aid to eaſe Affliction's load 
The parent mourns the child upon the bier, 

The chriſtian yields an angel to his God. 


TO 4 CHILD FIVE YEARS OLD. 


By Cotton. 
—— 


Faixzsr flow'r, all flow'rs excelling 
Which in Eden's garden grew, 
Flow'rs of Eve's embower'd dwelling 


Are, my fair one, types of you. 


ET 

Mark, my Polly, how the roſes | 
Emulate thy damaſk cheek ! 

How the bud its ſweets diſcloſes—- 


Buds thy opening bloom beſpeak. 


Lillies are, by plain direction, 

Emblems of a double kind; 
Emblems of thy fair complexion, 
* Emblems of thy fairer mind. 


But, dear girl, both flow'rs and beauty 
Bloſsom, fade and die away ; 
Then purſue good ſenſe and duty, 
Evergreens that ne'er decay. 
THE HERMIT. 


By Parnell. 
rr mmm mm rr nr 


Fax in a wild, unknown to public view, 

From youth to age a rev'rend Hermit grew ; 
The moſs his bed, the cave his humble cell, 

His food the fruits, his drink the cryſtal well: 
Remote from man, with God he paſs'd his days, 
Pray'r all his bus'neſs, all his pleaſure praiſe. 


A life ſo ſacred, ſuch ſerene repoſe, 
deem'd Heay'n itſelf, till one ſuggeſtion roſe; 
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That Vice ſhould triumph, Virtue Vice obey, 
This ſprung ſome doubt of Providence's ſway; 
His hopes no more a certain proſpect boaſt, 
And all the tenour of his ſoul is loſt: 

So when a ſmooth expanſe receives impreſt 
Calm Nature's image on it's watry breaſt, 
Down bend the banks, the trees impending groy, 
And ſkies beneath with anſw'ring colours glow; 
But if a ſtone the gentle ſea divide, 

Swift ruffling circles curl on ev'ry ſide, 

And glimmrring fragments of a broken ſun, 
Banks, trees, and ſkies, in thick diſorder run. 


To clear this doubt, to know the world by fight 
To find if books, or ſwains, report it right; 
(For yet by ſwains alone the world he knew, 
Whoſe feet came wand'ring o'er the nightly dew) 
He quits his cell; the pilgrim ſtaff he bore, 

And fix'd the ſcallop in his hat before; 
Then with the ſun a riſing journey went, 
Sedate to think, and watching each event. 
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The morn was waſted in the pathleſs graſs, 
And long and loneſome was the wild to paſs; 
But when the ſouthern ſun had warm'd the day, 
A youth came poſting o'er a croſsing way; 

His raiment decent, his complexion fair, 

And ſoft in graceful ringlets wav'd his hair. 
Then near approaching, Father, hail! he cry'd, 
And hail, my ſon! the rev'rend fire reply'd; 
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Words followed words, from queſtion anſwer flow'd, _ 

And talk of various kinds deceiv'd the road: 

Till each with other pleas'd, and loth to part, 

While in their age they differ, join in heart: 

Thus ſtands an aged elm in ivy bound, 

Thus youthful ivy claſps an elm around;— 

But here the youth enjoin'd the eager fire, 

Who into hidden truths, did much enquire, 

If he'd in ſilence each event behold, 

He wou'd to him ſome wond'rous things unfold. 

Agreed ;—and now the cloſing hour of day 

Came onward, mantled o'er with ſober grey ; 

Nature in filence bids the world repoſe : 

When near the road a ſtately palace roſe : 

There by the moon through ranks of trees they | 

paſs, 

Whoſe verdure crown'd their ſloping ſides of graſs. 

It chanc'd the noble maſter of the dome, 

Still made his houſe the wand'ring ſtranger's home: 

Yet ſtill his kindneſs, from a thirſt of praiſe, 

Proy'd the vain flouriſh of expenſive eaſe. 

The pair arrive: the liv'ry'd ſervants wait; 

Their lord receives them at the pompous gate; 

The table groans with coſtly piles of food, 

And all is more than hoſpitably good 

Then led to reſt, the day's long toil they drown, | 

Deep ſunk in ſleep, and ſilk, and heaps of down. 


At length 'tis morn, and at the dawn of day, 
Along the wide canals the zephyrs play; 
VOL 1, | 0 


; Freſh oer the gay parterres the breezes creep, 
And ſhake the neighb'ring woods to baniſh ſleep, 
Up riſe the gueſts, obedient to the call ; 

An early banquet deck'd the ſplendid hall; 
Rich luſcious wine a golden goblet grac'd, 
Which the kind maſter forc'd the gueſts to taſte; 
Then pleagd and thankful, from the pRocy they 

go, 
And, but the landlord, none had cauſe of woe: 
His cup was vaniſh'd! for in ſecret guiſe 
The younger gueſt purloin'd the glitt ring prize. 


As one who ſpies a ſerpent in his way, 
Gliſt'ning and baſking in the ſummer ray 
Diſorder d ſtops to ſhun the danger near, 
Then walks with faintneſs on, and looks with fear: 
So ſeem'd the ſire; when far upon the road, 
The ſhining ſpoil his wily partner ſhow'd. 

He ſtopp'd with ſilence, walk'd with trembling 
| heart, 

And much he wiſh'd, but durſt not aſk to part: 

Murm' ring he lifts his eyes, and thinks it * | 

That gen” rous actions meet a baſe r 


While thus they paſs the ſun his "Oe W 
The changing ſkies hang out their ſable clouds; 
A ſound in air preſag'd approaching rain, 

And beaſts to covert ſcud acroſs the plain. 
Warn'd by the ſigns, the wand'ring pair retreat, 
To ſeek for ſhelter at a neighb'ring ſeat. 
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Twas built with turrets, on a riſing ground, 
And ſtrong, and large, and unimprov'd around; 
Its owner's temper, tim'rous and ſevere, 
Unkind and griping, caus'd a deſart there. 


As near the miſer's heayy door they drey, . 
Fierce riſing guſts with ſudden fury blew ; 
The nimble lightning mix'd with ſhow'rs began, 
And o'er their heads loud rolling thunder ran. 
Here long they knock, but knock or call in vain, 
Driv'n by the wind, and batter'd by the rain. 
At length ſome pity warm'd the maſter's breaſt, 
('Twas then, his threſhold firſt receiv'd a gueſt) 
Slow creaking turns the door with jealous care, 
And half he welcomes in the ſhiv'ring pair; 
One frugal faggot lights the naked walls, 
And nature's fervour through their limbs recalls : 
Bread of the coarſeſt ſort, with dead ſmall- beer, 
(Each hardly granted) ſerv'd them both for cheer; 
And when the tempeſt firſt appear'd to ceaſe, 
A ready warning bid them part in peace. 


With ſtill remark the pond'ring Hermit view'd, 
In one ſo rich, a life ſo poor and rude; | 
And why ſhou'd ſuch, within himſelf he cry'd, 
Lock the loſt wealth a thouſand want beſide ; 
But what new marks of wonder ſoon took place, 
In ev'ry ſettling feature of his face; 
When from his veſt the young companion bore 
That cup, the gen'rous landlord own'd betore; 
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And paid profuſely with the precious bowl * | * 
The ſtinted kindneſs of his churliſh foul. 
Juſt ſunk to earth, the miſer in ſurprize, 
Receiv'd the glitt'ring gift with ſtartled eyes; 
But ere he could recover from his fright, 
The gen'rous gueſts were gone quite out of 
ſight. 1 


Now the briſk clouds in airy tumults fly, 
The ſun emerging opes an azure ſky; 
A freſher green the ſmelling leaves diſplay, 
And glitt'ring as they tremble, cheer the day: 
The weather courts them from the poor retreat, 
And the glad maſter bolts the wary gate. 


„ t wi a3 


While hence they walk, the pilgrim's boſom 
wrought, 
With all the travel of uncertain thought; 
His partner's acts without their cauſe appear, 
*Twas there a vice, but ſeem'd a madneſs here: 
Deteſting that, and pitying this he goes, 
Loſt and confounded with the various ſhows. 


Again the wand'rers want a place to lie, 
Again they ſearch, and find a manſion nigh. 
The ſoil improv'd around, the manſion neat, 

And neither poorly low, nor idly great: 

It ſeem'd to ſpeak its maſter's turn of mind, 
Content, and (hot for praiſe, but virtue) kind. 


Now night's dim ſhades again involve the ſky | 
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Hither the walkers turn with weary feet, 
Then bleſs the manſion, and the maſter greet: 
Their greeting fair, beſtow'd with modeſt guiſe, 
The courteous maſter hears, and thus replies : 


Without a vain, without a grudging heart, 
To him who gives us all, I yield a part; 
From him you come, from him accept it here, 
A frank and ſober, more than coſtly cheer. 
He ſpoke, and bid the welcome table ſpread, 
Then talk'd of virtue till the time of bed, 
When the grave houſehold round the hall repair, 
Warn'd by a bell, and cloſe the hours with pray'r. 


At length the world, renew'd by calm repoſe, 
Was ſtrong for toil, the dapple morn aroſe ; 
Betore the pilgrims part, the younger crept, 
Near the clos'd cradle where an infant ſlept, 
And writh'd his neck: the landlord's little pride, 
O ſtrange return! grew black, and gaſp'd, and dy'd. 
Horror of horrors! what! his only ſon! 
How look'd our Hermit when the fact was done! 
Not hell, though hell's black jaws in ſunder part, 
And breathe blue fire, cou'd more aſsail his 

heart. 


Confus'd, and ſtruck with ſilence at the deed, 
He flies, but trembling fails to fly with ſpeed. 
His ſteps the youth purſues; the country lay 
Perplex'd with roads, a ſervant ſhew'd the way : 
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A river S e path; the — 

Was nice to find; the ſervant went before; 
Long arms of oak an open bridge ſupply'd; 
And deep the waves beneath them bending glide, 
The youth, who ſeem'd to watch a time to ſin, 


— . 


Approach'd the careleſs guide, and thruſt him in; T 
Plunging he falls, and riſing lifts his head. And 
Then flaſhing turns, and ſinks among the dead, The 
Wild, ſparkling rage inflames the Hermit's eye - 
He burſts the bands of fear, and wildly cries, On 1 
Deteſted wretch !—but ſcarce his ſpeech began, Tis 
When the ſtrange partner ſeem'd no longer man: The 
His youthful face grew more ſerenely ſweet; You 
His robes turn'd white, and flow'd about his feet; And 
Fair rounds of radiant points inveſt his hair; 
Celeſtial odours breathe in purpled air; \ 
And wings, whoſe colours glitter'd like the day, - Tha 
Wide at his back their dazzling plumes diſplay, Yet 
- The form ethereal burſts upon his ſight, And 
And moves in all the majeſty of light. 
1 
Though loud at firſt the pilgrim's paſsion grey, Wh 
Sudden he gaz'd, and wiſt not what to doz Wh 
Surprize in ſecret chains his words ſuſpends, An 
And in a calm his ſettling temper ends. Has 
But ſilence here the beauteous angel broke, An 
(The voice of muſick raviſh'd as he ſpoke.) 
| EY 
% Thy pray'r, thy praiſe, thy life to vice unkuom Ne 


In ſweet memorial riſe before the throne: 
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Their charms, ſucceſs in our bright region find, - AF 
And forc'd an angel down to calm thy mind; | 
For this commiſsion'd, I forſook the ſky, . 


Nay, ceaſe to kneel—thy fellow-ſervant I. 


Then know the truth of government divine, 
And let theſe ſcruples be no longer thine, 
The Maſter juſtly claims that world he made, 
In this the right of Providence is laid 
Its ſacred majeſty through all depends, 

On uſing ſecond means to work his ends: 
is thus, withdrawn in ſtate from human eye, 
The Pow'r exerts its attributes on high, 

Your actions uſes, nor controuls your will, 
And vids the doubting ſons of men be ſtill, 


What ſtrange events can ſtrike with more ſurpriſe, 
Than thoſe which lately ſtruck thy wond'ring eyes? 
Yet taught by theſe, confeſs th' Almighty juſt, 

And where you can't unriddle, learn to truſt! 


The great, vain man, who far'd on coſtly food, 
Whoſe life was too luxurious to be good; 
Who made his iv'ry ſtands with goblets ſhine, 
And forc'd his gueſts to morning draughts of wine, 
Has, with the cup, the graceleſs cuſtom loſt, 
And ſtill he welcomes, but with leſs of coſt. 


Tde mean, ſuſpicious wretch, whoſe bolted door 
Neer moy'd in pity to the wand' ring poor; 135 
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With him I left the cup, to teach his mine 
That Heav'n can bleſs, if mortals will be kind, 
Conſcious of wanting worth he views the bowl, 
And feels compaſsion touch his grateful ſoul, 
Thus artiſts melt the ſullen ore of lead, 

With heaping coals of fire upon its head; 

In the-kind warmth the metal learns to glow, 
And looſe from droſs, the filver runs below. 


Long had our pious friend in virtue trod, 

But now the child half-wean'd his heart fron 
God; 

( Child of his age) for him he liv'd in pain, 
And meaſur'd back his ſteps to earth again. 
To what exceſses had this dotage run 
But God, to ſave the father, took the ſon. 
Io all but thee, in fits he ſeem'd to go, 
(And 'twas my miniſtry to deal the blow) 
The poor fond parent, humbled in the duft, 
Now owns in tears the puniſhment was juſt. 


But how had all his fortune felt a wreck, : 
Had the falſe ſervant ſped in ſafety back; 
This very night, (by ſecret plot contriv'd) 

Of life and wealth his maſter he'd depriv'd; 
Had he in this conſpiracy prevail'd, 
What funds of charity would then have faiÞd!. 


Thus Heav'n inſtructs thy mind: this trial def, 
Depart in peace, reſign, and fin no more.” 


\ 
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On ſounding pinions here the youth withdrew, 
The ſage ſtood wond'ring as the ſeraph flew. 
Thus look'd Eliſha, when, to mount on high, 

His maſter took the chariot of the ſky; © 
The fiery pomp aſcending, left the view; 
The prophet gaz'd, and wiſh'd to follow too. 


The bending Hermit here a pray'r begun, 

« Lord! as in heav'n, on earth thy will be done.” 
Then gladly turning, ſought his ancient place, 
And paſs'd a life of piety and peace. | 


2 * 3 — — 


ON DIFINE PROVIDENCE, 


Akt not the ravens daily fed by Thee? 

And wilt Thou clothe the lillies and not me? 
Begone, Diſtruſt! I ſhall have clothes and bread, 
While lillies flouriſh, or the birds are fed! 


— 
— — 
— —___ 


THE BLIND MAN's CONSOLATION. 


Tao? darkneſs ſtill attends me, 
It aids internal ſight, 

And from ſuch ſcenes defends me 
As bluſh to ſee the light. 
VOL. 1, P 
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No weeping objetts grieve me, 
No glitt'ring fop offends, 
No fawning ſmiles deceive me, 


Then ceaſe your uſeleſs wailings— | 
I know no reaſon why— 
Mankiad to their own failings 
Are all as blind as I. 


FABLE. 


Written on a pain of glaſs at Kingſpate, 


A Raven once an acorn took, 
From Kingſpate's talleft, ſtouteſt tree; 
He hid it in a neighb'ring brook, 
And liv'd another oak to ſee. 


Thus Melancholy buries Hope, 


Which Providence till keeps alive; 
She bids us in affliction hope, 


And all diſquietudes ſurvive. 
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Elzer. '- .- 
By W. Shenflone. 
—— C—— 
Hy mourns my friend! why weeps his downcaſt eye! 
That eye where mirth, where fancy us'd to ſhine? 


Thy chearful meads reprove that ſwelling figh ; 
W Spring ne'er enamebd fairer meads than thine. 


\rt thou not lodg'd in Fortune's warm embrace? 
Wert thou not form'd by Nature's partial care; 
Bleſt in thy ſong, and bleſt in ev'ry grace 

That wins the friend, or that enchants the fair? 


Dauox, ſaid he, thy partial praiſe reſtrain; 
Not Damon's friendſhip can my peace reſtore ; 
Alas] his very praiſe awakes my pain, | 
And my poor wounded boſom bleeds the more. 


For oh! that Nature on my birth had frown'dt 

Or Fortune fix'd me to ſome lowly cell 1 04 o 
Then had my boſom *'ſcap'd this fatal wound, Pa ne | 
Nor had I bid theſe vernal ſweets, farewel. 8 


But led by Fortune's hand, her darling child, 
My youth her vain licentious bliſs admir'd; 

In Fortune's train the ſyren Flattry ſmil'd, 

And raſhly hallow'd all her queen infpir'd. 


ſ 
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Of folly ſtudious, ev'n of vices vain, 
Ah vices! gilded by the rich and gay! 
I chas'd the guileleſs daughters of the plain, 
Nor dropt the chace, till Jessy was my prey. 


Poor artleſs maid! to ſtain thy ſpotleſs name, 
Expence, and art, and toil, united ſtrove; 

To lure a breaſt that felt the pureſt flame, 
Suſtain'd by virtue, but betray'd by love. 


School'd in the ſcience of Love's mazy wiles, 
I cloath'd each feature with affected ſcorn; 
I ſpoke of jealous doubts, and fickle ſmiles, 
And, feigning, left her anxious and forlorn, 
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Then, while the fancy'd rage alarm'd her care, 
Warm to deny, and zealous to diſprove; 

I bade my words the wonted ſoftneſs wear, 
And ſeiz'd the minute of returning love. 


_ 
} 

| 

| 

{ 
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_- To. thee, my Damox, dare I paint the reſt? 
Will yet thy love a candid ear incline ? 
Aſsur'd that Virtue, by Misfortune preſt, 
Feels not the ſharpneſs of a pang like mine. 


* — ER CE CET ERS 


Nine envious moons matur'd her growing ſhame; 
Ere while to flaunt it in the face of day; 
When ſcorn'd of Virtue, ſtigmatiz'd by Fame, 

| Low at my feet deſponding JessY lay. 
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HENRY, ſhe ſaid, by thy dear form ſubdu'd, 
See the ſad reliques of a nymph undone! 
find, I find this riſing ſob renew'd : 

1 ſigh in ſhades, and ſicken at the ſun. 


mid the dreary gloom of night, I cry, 1G) 1 
When will the morn's once pleaſing ſcenes return? of 
et what can morn's returning ray ſupply, | 
But foes that triumph, or but friends that mourn! 


las! no more that joyous morn appears 

That led the tranquil hours of ſpotleſs fame; 

or I have ſteep'd a father's couch in tears, 

And ting'd a mother's glowing cheek with ſhame. 


he vocal birds that raiſe their matin ftrain, 

The ſportive lambs, increaſe my penſive moan: 
ll ſeem to chaſe me from the chearful plain, 
And talk of truth and innocence alone. 


f thro! the garden's flow'ry tribes I ſtray, 

Where bloom the jaſmins that could once allure, 
ope not to find delight in us, they ſay, 

For we are ſpotleſs, IBSS; we are pure. 


e flow'rs! that well reproach a nymph ſo frail, | 
Say, could ye with my virgin fame compare? 

he brighteſt bud that ſcents'the vernal gale 

Was not ſo fragrant, and was not ſo fair, 


And all my fame's abhorr'd contagion flee; 
Trembles each lip, and faulters every tongue, 
That bids the morn propitious ſmile on me. 


Thus for your fake I ſhun each human eye; 
I bid the ſweets of blooming youth adieu; 
To die I languiſh, but I dread to die, | 


Leſt my ſad fate ſhou'd nouriſh pangs for you. - 0 
Raiſe me from earth; the pains of want remove, Brie 
-And let me filent ſeek ſome friendly ſhore; T 
There only, baniſh'd from the form I love, Oer 
My weeping virtue ſhall relapſe no more. * 
Be but my friend; I aſk no dearer name; And 
Be ſach the meed of ſome more artful fair; de 
Nor could it heal my peace, or chaſe my ſhame, But 
That Pity gave, what Love refus'd to ſhare. F. 
Force not my tongue to aſk its ſcanty bread; *H 
Nor hurl thy Jzssy to the vulgar crew; 70 
Not ſuch the parent's board at which I fed! 
Not ſuch the precept from his lips I drew! 
Haply, when age has ſilver'd o'er my hair, 
Malice may learn to ſcorn ſo mean a ſpoil; H 
Envy may flight a face no longer fair; A 
c 


And Pity, welcome, to my native ſoil.” 


1 
| 
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She ſpoke — nor was I born of ſavage race; 
Nor could theſe hands a niggard boon aſaign - 
Grateful ſhe claſp'd me in a laſt embractcc 
And vow'd to waſte her life in pray'rs for mine. 


| {aw her foot the lofty bark aſcend; | 
I ſaw her breaſt with every paſsion heave; 

I left her—torn from every earthly friend; | 
Oh! my hard boſom, which could bear to leave! 


Brief let me be; the fatal ſtorm aroſe; | 
The billows rag'd ; the pilot's art was vain; 

Oer the tall maſt the circling ſurges cloſe; = 
My Jess v floats upon the wat'ry plain! 


And--ſee my youth's impetuous fires decay; 
See c not to ſtop Reflection's bitter tear; 

But warn the frolic, and inſtruct the gay, 
From J Ess v floating on her wat'ry bier 
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70 A LADY PLAYING ON THE HARPSICHORD. 
By Cbatterton. 
L Not publiſhed in bis Works.) 


Hao Iſrael's Monarch, when Misfortune's dart 
Pierc'd to its deepeſt core his heaving breaſt, 

Heard but thy-dulcet notes, his ſorrowing heart _ 
At ſuch ſoft tones had ſooth'd itſelf to reft; 
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Yes, ſweeter far, than Jeſse's ſon's, thy ſtrains, 
Yet what avail if Sorrow they-difarm ? 

| Love's ſharper ſting within the ſoul remains: 
The melting movements wound us as they dum 
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THE ENQUIRY. 
By Mr. Carew. 


Axons the myrtles 2s I walk'd, 
Love and my ſighs thus intertalk'd, 
Tell me (ſaid I in deep diſtreſs) 

Where _— I find my ER 


Thou fool (ald Love) know'ſt th not this, 
In every thing that's good ſhe is; 

In yonder tulip go and ſeek, 

There thou mäy'ſt find her lip, her cheek. 


In yon enamel'd panſie by, p 
There thou ſhalt have her curious eye; 
In bloom of peach, in roſy bud, 
There wave the ſtreamers of her blood. 


In brighteſt lilly that there ſtands, 

The emblem of her whiter hands. 

In yonder riſing hill there ſmell 

Such ſweets as in her boſom dwell. - 
e 1 — Ac een fe. 
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E PROTESTATION.” 


By the Same. | 
— wn S: 


No more ſhall meads be deck'd with flowers, 
Nor ſweetneſs dwell in roſy bowers ; 
Nor greeneſt buds on branches ſpring, 

Nor warbling birds delight to ſing, 

Nor April violets paint the grove, - 

If I forſabe my CELIiA's Love. 


The fiſh ſhall in the ocean burt, 

And fountains ſweet ſhall bitter turn, 
The humble oak no flood ſhall know 
When floods ſhall higheſt hills o'erflow; 
Black Letbe ſhall oblivion leave, 

If &er my CELIA I deceive. 


Love ſhall his bow and ſhaft lay by, 
And Venus' doves want wings to fly, 
The ſun refuſe to ſhew his light, 

And day ſhall then be turn'd to night, 
And in that night no ſtar appear, 
If once I leave my CELI1a dear. 


Love ſhall no more inhabit earth, 
Nor lovers more ſhall love for worth, 
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Nor joy above in heaven dwell, 
Nor pain torment poor ſouls in hell; 
Grim death no more ſhall horrid prove, 
If &er I leave bright CEL1A's Love. 


— — ——— 


ODE TO THE CELESTIAL GRACES. 


Anonymous. 


Coms then SzxentTY thou maiden fair, 

And bring ſweet SILENCE in thy train 
With gentle Peace to ſoothe each care, 
Bring alſo Joy, to eaſe each pain. 


RELIG10N, O thou virgin bright! 
Come with pure FaiTH and heavenly Lon; 
Let graceful Hor beam forth her light, 
And VIRTUE all ſhe means approve. 


Let VIGILANCE, that chearful maid, 
And TEMPERANCE, her conſtant friend, 
Be there,—to ſcatter every ſhade 
Of Vice:—F1DeL1TY their ſteps attend. 


Let TRUE NoBILITY, let Mercy too, 
With all their Graces hither come; | 
Bright CHarITy their ſteps purſue, 
And bring the heedleſs wanderer home. 
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SONNET. 

| . 
Co, beauteous roſe, and deck the lovely breaſt J 
Of her whoſe image ever dwells in mine, ; 


And in the fair abode ſupremely bleſt, 
With balmy ſweets repay the bliſs divine, 


Emblem of beauty! (for alike you fade} 
Do not thro? jealous pride or envy frown, 
Becauſe the tints that in her cheeks are ſpread, 
Can boaſt a brighter crimſon than thine own: 


But kindly tell her, when thy fate is near, 
That tho' ſhe now may boaſt a youthful prime, 
Yet ſoon, like thine, her charms muſt diſappear, 
Like thine confeſs the ſpoiling hand of Time. 
Haply thy early fate the fair may move, 
To ſmile propitious on Lorenzo's love. 


—— — — —— —— —ä— — —  — 
— ——— — —— 4 


* 


EPIGRAM. 


A Vicar long ill, who had treaſur'd up wealth, 

Told his Curate each Sunday w pray for his health; 
Which oft having done, a pariſhioner ſaid, 

That the Curate ought rather to wiſh he were dead 
For my truth,” ſays the Curate, . let credit be given, 
I ncer pray'd for his death—but 1 have for bis Irving.” 
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EPIGRAM. 


HoxesT John and his wife once to ſea took a trip 

When a ſudden croſs-wind overſet the light ſhip; 

Hand in hand, over deck, went this couple together, 

Suſan ſunk like a ſtone, but John ſwam like a feather 

Thank my ſtars!” ſays the man, ſafe eſcaped im 
the flood, 

« Tis a bad wind, indeed, that blows no body good. 


OY MODERN PHILOSOPHY. 


y Sir Richard Blackmore. 


 PartosoPHERs may fpare their toil, in vain 
They form new ſchemes, and rack their * 
ful brain, 
The cauſe of heav'nly motions to explain; 
After their various unſucceſsful ways, 
Their fruitleſs labour, and inept eſsays, 
No cauſe of thoſe appearances they'll find, 
But pow'r exerted by th' eternal mind; 
Which thro? their roads the orbs celeſtial drives, , 
And this or that determin'd motion gives, 


THE BOUQUPF. - 126 
DD ———— ͤ —- gt 
The Mind Supreme does all his worlds controul, 
Which by His order this and that way roll. 
From Him they take a delegated force, 

And by His high command maintain their eourſe: 
By laws decreed e'er fleeting time begun, 


„ In their fixt limits they their ſtages run. 

1 If then the earth, and each erratic world, 
Rs Around the Sun their proper center 'whirl'd, 
| * Compoſe but one extended vaſt machine, 


And from one ſpring their motions all begin; 
Does not ſo wide, ſo intricate a frame, 

Yet ſo harmonious, ſov*reign art proclaim ? 

Is it a proof of judgement to invent | | 
A work of ſpheres involv'd, which repreſent 2 
The ſituation of the orbs above, 
Their ſize and number ſhow, and how they move; 
And does not in the orbs themſelves appear - 

As great contrivance, and deſign as clear ? 


U. 
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ON MAN. 


By the Same. 
— — 


I Think, I move, I therefore know I am; } 


While I have been, I ſtill have been the ſame, 
Since from an infant, I a man became. 

But tho? I am, few circling years are gone 
Since I in Nature's roll was quite unknown. 
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Then ſince *tis plain I have not always been, 
I aſk, from whence my being could begin? 
I did not to myſelf exiſtence give, 
Nor from myſelf the ſecret pow'r receive, } 
By which I reaſon, and by which I live. 

I did not build this frame, nor do I know - 
The hidden ſprings, from whence my motions floy, 


If to myſelf I did not being give, 
Nor from immediate parents did receive; 
It could not from my predeceſsors flow, 
They, than my parents, could not more beſtow. 
Should we the long depending ſcale aſcend 

Of ſons and fathers, will it never end? 
Tf *twill, then muſt we thro? the order run 
To ſome one man, whoſe being ne'er begun. 
If that one man was ſempiternal, why 
Did he, ſince independent, ever die? 

If from himſelf his own exiſtence came, 
The cauſe, that could deſtroy his being, name. 


To ſeek my Maker, thus in vain I trace 
The whole ſucceſsive chain of human race. 
Bewilder'd I my author cannot find, ] 
*Till ſome firſt cauſe, ſome ſelf-exiſtent mind, 
Who form'd, and rules all nature, is aſsign'd. j 
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WHAT IS Loy 


Anonymous. 


"Ts ſomewhat that exiſts within, 9 
By pedants conſtrued into ſin; 
A ſubtle particle of fire g 
Which heav'n did with our ſouls inſpire; | 
Of ſuch a mix'd and doubtful kind, | 

It pleaſes whilſt it racks the mind ; | | 
In lightning through our eyes it breaks, | 
In bluſhes glows upon our cheeks; 

Pants in the breaſt, dilates the heart, 

And ſpreads its power thro! ev'ry part; 

We feel it throb at every kiſs, 

Yet know not why, nor what it is. 


 ————————————— __ 


- NATURE. 
From the Minſtrel.— By Dr. Beattie. 


LisERA L, not laviſh, is kind Nature's hand; 
Nor was perfection made for man below. 

Yet all her ſchemes with niceſt art are plann d, 
Good counteracting ill, and gladneſs woe. 


* 
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With gold and gems if Chilian mountains glow; 
If bleak and barren Scotia's hills ariſe; 
There plague and poifon, luſt and rapine grow; 


Here peaceful are the vales, and pure the ſkies, | 


And Freedom fires the ſoul; and ſparkles in the eyes, 


Then grieve not, thou to whom th' indulgent Mut 
Vouchſafes a portion of celeſtial fire; 
Nor blame the partial Fates, if they refuſe 
Th' imperial banquet, and the rich attire. 
Know thine own worth, and reverence the lyre. 
Wilt thou debaſe the heart which Gop refin'd! 
No; let the heaven-taught ſoul to heaven aſpire, 
To Fancy, Freedom, Harmony reſign'd; 
Ambition's groveing crew for ever left behind, 


Canſt thou forego the'pure ethereal foul - 
In each fine ſenſe fo exquiſitely keen, 
On the dull couch of Luxury to loll, 
Stung with diſeaſe, and ſtupified with ſpleen; 
Fain to implore the aid of Flattery's ſcreen, 
Even from thyſelf thy loathſome heart to hide, 
(The manſion then no more of joy ſerene), 
Where Fear, Diſtruſt, Malevolence abide, 
And impotent Deſire, and diſappointed Pride? 


One part, one little part we dimly ſcan 

Through the dark medium of life's feveriſh drein 
Vet dare arraign the whole ſtupendous plan, 

If but that little part incongruous ſeem. 
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Oft from apparent ill our bleſsings riſe. 
O then renounce that impious ſelf-eſteem, 
That aims to trace the ſecrets of the ſkies t-- 


Nor is that part perhaps what mortals deem 
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or thou art but of duſt; be humble and be wiſe. 
uſe : 
— — — 
RETIREMENT. 


From the Same. 
—— — 


And woo the weary to profound repoſe; 
Can Paſsion's wildeſt uproar lay to reſt, 
And whiſper comfort to the man of woes! 
Here Innocence may wander ſafe from foes, 
And Contemplation ſoar on ſeraph wings. 
0 Solitude, the man who thee foregoes, | 
When Lucre lures him, or Ambition ſtings, 


ſprings. 


Vain man, is grandeur given to gay attire? 

Then let the butterfly thy pride upbraid : — 
To friends, attendants, armies bought with hire? 
It is thy weakneſs that requires their aid ;— 
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* Hair, awful ſcenes, that calm the troubled breaſt, 


hall never know the ſource whence real grandeur 
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Ne mY) 
They fear the thief, and tremble in theVomm:.. 

To hoſts, through carnage who to wade! 
Behold the victor vanquiſh'd by the worm! 
Behold, what deeds of woe the locuſt can perform! | 


The end and the reward of toil is reſt. 
he all my prayer for virtue and for peace. 
Of wealth and fame, of pomp and power poſseſ, 
Who ever felt his weight of woe decreaſe! | 
Ah! what avails the love of Rome and Greece, 
The lay heaven prompted, and harmonious ſtriny 
The duſt of Ophir, or the Tyrian fleece, 
All that art, fortune, enterpriſe, can bring, 
If envy, ſcorn, remorſe, or pride the boſom wring! 
Let Vanity adorn the marble tomb 
With trophies, rhimes, and ſcutcheons of renony 
In the deep dungeon of ſome Gothic dome, 
Where night and deſolation ever frown. 
Mine be the breezy hill that ſkirts the down; 
Where a green graſsy turf is all I crave, 
With here and there a violet beſtrown, 
Faſt by a brook, or fountain's murmuring wr; 
And many an evening ſun ſhine ſweetly on my graue 


Ah, what avails (he ſaid) to trace the ſprings 
That whirl of empire the ſtupendous wheel! 

Ah, what have I to do with conquering kings, 

Hands drench'd in blood, and breaſts begirt with 
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To thoſe, whom Nature taught to think and feel. 
Heroes, alas! are things of ſmall concern. 
Could Hiſtory man's ſecret heart reveal, 
And what imports a heaven -born mind to learn, 
er tranſcripts to explore, what boſom would not 
yearn!“ 


— (——ͤ — — ͤ—— ————_—_————__ 
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TO 4 LADY WITH A RING. 


Anonymous: 
— — — 


“TEE, MARY, with this ring I wed : 
So, ſixteen years ago, I ſaid·— 

Behold another ring !—** For what?” 

To wed thee o'er again.—Why not? 


With that fr ring I married YouTH, 
GRACE, beauty, innocence, and truth ? 
TasTE long admir'd; SENSE long rever'd; 
And all my Molly then appear'd. | 


If ſhe, by merit ſince diſclos'd 
Prov'd twice the woman I ſuppos'd, 
I plead that doubled merit now, 


To juſtify a double vow. 


Here then, to-day, (with faith as ſure, 
With ardour as intenſe and pure, 
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As when amidſt the rites divine 

I took thy troth, and plighted mine) 

To thee, ſweet girl, my-sECoNnD ring 

A token and a pledge I bring; 

With this I wed, till Death us part, 

Thy riper virtues to my heart; 

Thoſe virtues, which, before untry'd, 
The wife has added to the bride; 
Thoſe virtues, whoſe progreſsive claim, 
Endearing wedlock's very name, 

My ſoul enjoys, my ſong approves, 

For conſcience ſake, as well as love's. 
For why ?—They ſhew me hour by hour 
Honour's high thought, Affection's pow'r, 
Diſcretion's deed, ſound Judgement's ſentence; 
And teach me all things—but RerenTANCE! 
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EPITAPH ON A LADY. 


By her Huſband. 
— — nm ne nrrnnrnnnnmnnn 


Whror'ts, like me, with trembling anguiſh bring 
His heart's whole treaſure to fair Briſtol ſprings; 
Whoeer, like me, to ſoothe diſeaſe and pain, 
Shall pour thoſe ſalutary ſprings in vain; 
Condemn'd like me, to hear the faint reply, 

To mark the fading cheek, the ſinking eye, 
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From the chill brow to wipe the damps of death, N 
And watch in dumb deſpair the ſhort' ning breath; 
If chance directs him to this artleſs line, 
Let the ſad mourner know his pangs were mine: 
Ordain'd to loſe the partner of my breaſt, 
Whoſe virtue warn'd me, and whoſe: beauty bleſt, 
Fram'd every tie that binds the ſoul'to prove, 
Her duty friendſhip, and her friendſhip love. L 
But yet remembering that the parting ſigh, 
Appoints the juſt to ſlumber, not to die, 
The ſtarting tear I check'd, I kiſsd the rod, 
And not to earth reſign'd her, but to Gop. 


—ä) — D——ͥ— 


THE THREE WARNINGS. 


By Mrs. Thrale, 
————— 


Tus tree of deepeſt root is found 
Leaſt willing ſtill to quit the ground, 
"Twas therefore ſaid, by ancient ſages, 
That love of life ihcreaſed with years 
So much, that in our latter ſtages 
- When pains grow ſharp and ſickneſs rages, 
The greateſt love of life appears. 
This great affection to believe, 
Which all confeſs but few perceive, 
If old aſsertions can't prevail, 
Be pleas'd to hear a modern tale; 
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When ſports went round and all were gay, | 
On Neighbour Dobſon's wedding day, 
Death call'd aſide the jocund groom 
With him into another room, 
And looking grave“ You muſt,” ſays he, 
„Quit your ſweet bride and come with me,” 
With you! and quit my Suſan's fide? 
With you ' the hapleſs huſband cried: 
© Young as I am, *tis monſtrous hard! 
| Beſides, in truth, I'm not prepar'd: 
My thoughts on other matters go; 
This is my wedding-night, you know.“ 
What more he urg'd I have not heard, 
His reaſons could not well be ſtronger; 
So Death the poor delinquent ſpar'd, 
And left to live a hetle longer. 
Yet calling up a ſerious look, 
His hour-glaſs trembled while he ſpoke— 
« Neighbour,” he ſaid, © farewel; no more 
Shall Death diſturb your mirthful hour : 
And farther, to avoid all blame 
Of cruelty upon my name, 
To give you time for preparation, 
And fit you for your future ſtation, 
Three ſeveral warnings you ſhall have, 
Before you're ſummon'd to the grave: 
Willing for once 111 quit my prey, 
And grant a kind reprieve; 
In hopes you'll have no more to ſay, 
But, when I call again this way, 
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. Well pleas'd the world will leave.“ 
To theſe conditions both conſented, 
And parted perfectly contented. \ ." 
What next the hero of our tale befel, 4 
How long he lived, how wiſe, how well, 
How roundly he purſued his courſe, © 
And ſmok'd his pipe, and ſtrok'd his horſe, 
The willing muſe ſhall tell: 
He chaffer'd then, he bought, he ſold, 
Nor once perceiv'd his growing old, 
Nor thought of Death as near; _ 
His friends not falſe, his wife no ſhrew, | 
Many his gains, his children few, 
| Hepaſs'd his hours in peace: 
But while he view'd his wealth increaſe, - 
While thus along Life's duſty road 
The beaten track content he trod, 
Old Time, whoſe haſte no mortal ſpares, 
Uncalbd, unheeded, unawares, | 
Brought on his eightieth year. 13 
And now, one night, in muſing mood, 
As all alone he ſate, f 
Th' unwelcome meſsenger of Fate 
Once more before him ſtood. 
Half kilbd with anger and ſurpriſe, 
© So ſoon return'd !* old Dobſon cries, 
So ſoon, d'ye call it?” Death replies, 
« Surely, my friend, you're but in jeſt! 
Since I was here before 
'Tis fix and thirty years at leaſt, 
And you are now fourſcore.“ 
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So much the worſe, the clown rejoin; 
To ſpare the aged would be kind; d 
However, ſee your ſearch be legal; 

And your authority —is't regal? 

Elſe you are come on a fool's errand, 

With but a Secretary's warrant. OR 

Beſides, you promis'd me Three Warnings, 

Which I have look'd for nights and mornings! 
But for that loſs of time and _ . 

I can recover damages.” 

« know,“ cries Death, <« that at the beſt, 

I ſeldom am a welcome gueſt; 

But don't be captious, friend, at leaſt: 

I little thought you'd ſtill be able . 

To ſtump about your farm and ſtable; 

Your years have run to a great length; 

I wiſh you joy, tho, of your ſtrength!” 

* Hold, ſays the farmer, not ſo faſt! 

I have been lame theſe four years paſt.” 

« And no great wonder,” Death replies; 
However you ſtill keep your eyes; 

And ſure, to ſee one's loves and friends, 
For legs and arms would make amends.” 

Perhaps, ſays Dobſon, * ſoit might, 

But latterly I've loſt my ſight.” . 

This is a ſhocking ſtory, faith; 

Yet there's ſome comfort ſtill,” ſays Death: 
« Each ſtrives your ſadneſs to amuſe ; 
I warrant you hear all the news.” 

There's none,“ cries he; and if there were, 

I'm grown ſo deaf, I could not hear,” 


THE BQUQUEF, 137 
. « Nay, then}? the ſpectre ſtern rejoin'd, 
Theſe are unjuſtifiable yearnings; 
If you are lame, and deaf, and blind, 
You've had your Three ſufficient Warnings. 

So come along, no more we'll part :” | 
He ſaid, and touch'd him with his dart; 
And now, old Dobſon turning pale, 


F Yields to his fate—ſo ends my tale 
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ELEGY. 


To Anna in Sickneſs. 


Ves 'twas to thee thou dear deluſive fair, 
To thee I owe the wan, the pallid cheek ; 

For thee no more I breathe the healthful air; 
For thee what dreams my nightly ſlumbers break | 


For thee I ſnhun the feſtive train of mirth; 
For thee the pencil loſt its wonted ſpell ; 

'Twas thou that gave this idleneſs a birth, 
That ſtill upon one object loves to dwell. 


Still as to graver ſtudies I would fly, 

Thy flatt'ring form my ling'ring ſteps detains ; 

With angry hand thruſts beck'ning Science by, 
And fills my longing ſoul with love-ſick pains. 
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Liſtleſs I muſe the flying hours away, -  * 
Volume on volume ſtill unopen'd lies, 
Love avaricious claims the unbroken day, 
And bids me leave behind fair Learning's prize. 


Reluctant I obey—and ſnatch the lyre, 
« And give to Venus all its trembling ſtrings;" 
In ſofter meaſure ſing of fond deſire, 
And bid adieu to heroes and to kings. 
Thy milder charms inſpire my humble lay, 
Thy meekneſs gentle as the peaceful dove, 
Thy ſmiles that drive each riſing care away, 
And gently ſtir the inmoſt ſoul to love. 


Thy modeſt eye that fears the meeting glance, 
Theſe are my themes, and theſe my hours employ; 
Whilſt Hope ſtill bids each trembling wiſh advance, 
And points to diſtant views of future joy. 


Ah! vail not then the ſcenes which Hope diſplays; 
If thy fair eyes one moment are withdrawn, 
Darkneſs ſhall ſhade what picturing thought ſurvey, 
And black*ning clouds deform the riſing dawn. 


Deign then to ſmile, fair nymph, and eaſe the pain, 
The anxious torture of a wounded breaſt ; 
Ah! ſuffer not the Muſe to plead in vain, - 

But gently pitying ſooth my ſoul to reſt, 
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ON SLAFVERY. 


By Mr. Cooper. 


On for a lodge in ſome vaſt wilderneſs, 

Some boundleſs contiguity of ſhade, 

Where rumour of oppreſsion and deceit, 

Of unſucceſsful or ſucceſsful war, 

Might never reach me more. My ear is pain'd, 
My ſoul is fick with ev'ry day's report 

Of wrong and outrage with which earth is fill'd. 
There is no fleſh in man's obdurate heart, 

It does not feel for man. The nat'ral bond 

Of brotherhood is ſever'd as the flax 

That falls aſunder at the touch of fire. 

He finds his fellow guilty of a ſkin 

Not colour'd like his own; and having pow'r 
T' inforce the wrong for ſuch a worthy cauſe 
Dooms and devotes him as his lawful prey. 
Lands interſected by a narrow frith 

- Abhor each other. Mountains interpoſed, 
Make enemies of nations, who had elſe, 

Like kindred drops, been mingled into one. 
Thus man devotes his brother, and deſtroys; 
And worſe than all, and moſt to be deplor'd, 
As human nature's broadeſt, fouleſt blot, 
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Chains him, and taſks him, and exacts his ſweat 


With ſtripes, that Mercy with a bleeding heart 
Weeps when ſhe ſees inflicted on a beaſt. | 
Then what is man? And what man ſeeing this, 
And having human feelings, does not bluſh 
And hang his head, to think himſelf a man? 
I would not have a ſlave to till my ground, 
To carry me, to fan me while I ſleep, 


That ſinews bought and ſold have ever earwd. 
No: dear as freedom is, and in nfy heart's 


Juſt eſtimation priz'd above all price, 


I had much rather be myſelf the ſlave, 
And wear the bonds, than faſten them on him, 
We have no ſlaves at home—then'why abroad? 


And they themſelves once ferried o'er the wave 


That part us, are emancipate and loos'd. 
Slaves cannot breathe in England; if their lungs 
Receive our air, that moment they are free; 
They touch our country, and their ſhackles fall, 
That's noble, and beſpeaks a nation proud 

And jealous of the bleſsing. Spread it then, 
And let it circulate through ev'ry vein 

Of all your empire. That where Britain's power 
Is felt, mankind may feel her mercy too. 
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CONFUGAL FELICITY. 
By Thomſon. 


Harey they! the happieſt of their kind! 

Whom gentler ſtars unite, and in one fate 

Their hearts, their fortunes, and their beings blend. 

'Tis not the coarſer tie of human laws, 

Unnatural oft and foreign to the mind, 

That binds their peace, but harmony itſelf, 

Attuning all their paſsions into love 

Where Friendſhip full exerts her ſofteſt power, 

Perfect eſteem, enlivened by deſire 

Ineffable, and ſympathy of ſoul ; 

Thought meeting thought, and will preventing will, 

With boundleſs confidence: for nought but love 

Can anſwer love, and render bliſs ſecure. — 
bat is the world to them, 

Its pomp, its pleaſure, and its nonſenſe all! 

Who in each other Claſp whatever fair 

High Fancy forms, and laviſh hearts can wiſh; 

Something than beauty dearer, ſhould they look 

Or in the mind, or mind-illumin'd face; 

Truth, goodneſs, honour, harmony, and love, 

The richeſt bounty of indulgent Heaven? 

Meantime a ſmiling offspring riſes round, 

And mingles both their graces. By degrees 
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The human bloſsom blows ; and every day,; 
Soft as it rolls along, ſhews ſome new charm, 
The father's luſtre, and the mother's bloom, 
Then infant reaſon grows apace, and calls 
For the kind hand of an aſsiduous care. 
Delightful taſk! to rear the tender thought, 
To teach the young idea how to ſhoot, 
To pour the freſh inſtruction 9'er the mind, 
To breathe th* enlivening ſpirit, and to fix 
The generous purpoſe in the glowing breaſt. 
Oh ſpeak the joy! ye whom the ſudden tear 
Surpriſes often, while you look around, 
And nothing ſtrikes your eye but ſights of bliſs, 
All various nature preſsing on the heart : 
An elegant ſufficiency, content, 
Retirement, rural quiet, friendſhip, books, 
Eaſe and alternate labour, uſeful life, 
Progreſsive virtue, and approving Heaven. 
Theſe are the matchleſs joys of virtuous love; 
And thus their moments fly. The ſeaſons thus, 
As ceaſeleſs round a jarring world they roll, 
Still find them happy; and conſenting Spring 
Sheds her own roſy garland on their heads: 
Till evening comes at laſt, ſerene and mild, 
When, after the long vernal day of life, 
Enamour'd more, as more remembrance ſwells 
With many a proof of recollected love, 
Together down they ſink in ſocial ſleep; 
Together freed, their gentle ſpirits fly 
To feenes where love and bliſs immortal reign. 
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ODE ON SWEETNESS, 


By Robertſon. 
— — 


Or damaſk cheeks, and radiant eyes, 
Let other poets tell ; 

Within the boſom of the fair 
Superior beauties dwell. 


There all the ſprightly powers of wit 
in blith aſsemblage play; 

There ev'ry ſocial virtue ſheds. 
Its intellectual ray. 


But as the ſun's refulgent light 
Heaven's wide expanſe refines ; 

With ſov*reign luſtre through the ſoul 
Celeſtial Sweetneſs ſhines. 


This mental beam dilates the heart, 
And ſparkles in the face; 

It harmonizes every thought, 
And heightens every grace. 


One glimpſe can ſooth the troubled breaſt, 
The heaving ſigh reſtrain! 

Can make the bed of ſickneſs pleaſe, 
And (top the ſenſe of pain. 
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Its power can charm the ſavage heart, 
The tyrant's pity move: 

To ſmiles convert the wildeſt rage, 
And melt the ſoul to love. 


When Sweetneſs beams upon the throne, 


In Majeſty benign, 
The awful ſplendours of a crown 


In ſcenes of poverty and woe, 
Where Melancholy dwells, 
The influence of this living ray 
The dreary gloom diſpels. 


Thus, when the blooming ſpring returns 
To chear the mournful plains, 

Through earth and air, with genial warmth, 
Ethereal mildneſs reigns. 


Beneath its bright auſpicious beams 
No boiftrous paſsions riſe; 


Mioroſeneſs quits the peaceful ſcene, 


And baleful Diſcord flies. 


A thouſand nameteſs beauties ſpring, 
A thouſand virtues glow ; 

A ſmiling train of joys appear, 
And endleſs bleſsings flow. 
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Unbounded Charity diſplays 
Her ſympathizing charms; 

And Friendſhip's pure ſeraphic flame 
The generous boſom warms. 


Almighty Love exerts his power, 
And ſpreads with ſecret art 
A ſoft ſenſation through the frame, 
A tranſport through the heart. 


Nor ſhall the ſtorms of Age, which cloud 
Each gleam of ſenſual joy, 

And blaſt the gaudy flower's pride, 
Theſe bleſt effects deſtroy. 


When that fair form ſhall ſink in years, 
And all thoſe graces fly; | 

The beauty of thy heavenly mind 
Shall length of days defy. 


EXTRACT FROM FAFONIA. 


Anonymous, 
— — — 


Go tell, my Son, (ſaid ſhe) 
All thou ſnalt hear from me; 
Tell him (effect'ally to cure his pain) 
That he once more ſhall kind FA vox ſee, 
Meet, and embrace, and dwell with her again. 
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Tho? frequent now, ſhe gladly leaves 
Yon azure fields, and over-rolling ſpheres ; 

And pleaſures from his ſight receives, 
Which more than thoſe bright orbs her ſpirit che 
A time will come, when he ſhall yield to "oo 

And prove that ſeparated ſtate: | 

Then, ſhall ſhe claſp his new-born mind; 

And he his long-loſt relative ſhall find: 
With her triumphant ſhall he mount the ſky, 
And unimagin'd miracles deſcry ! 

Together ſhall they ſoar, together rove, 

(Still undivided as their love) 

Thro' ev'ry world, thro? ev'ry radiant road, 
And take a bliſsful view of all the works of God! 
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Myriads of Saints thoſe ample realms contain. 
Here, pure Philoſophy regales 
Their rais'd, enlarg'd, enlighten'd ſouls; b 
No cloudy error here prevails; 
Nor ſacred Truth's convictive ſway controuls. 
Oft by the courtiers of the King of Heav'n 
To the bleſt throng are grateful viſits giv'n: 
And ſome they entertain 
With tuneful hymns; and ſongs recite 
Which paint the glories of their future reign: 
To ſome, whom Contemplation's ſweet delight 
To deep reſearches does invite, 
Profoundeſt problems they explain, 
And chaſe all doubts from their illumin'd fight. 
Happy the pupils thus from darkneſs freed, 
When Angel-Doctors lectures read! 
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perfection there on Viſion waits: 
To this their happineſs creates. 
God's everlaſting glories there, 
Confeſs'd, to ev'ry dazzl'd ſight 
Unvail'd appear 

They ſee the ſacred ſource of all delight; 

Beauty originally bright! 

Th' eternal Archetypes of all that's good and fair ! 
Treaſures immenſe of Science lie 

Expos'd to ev'ry eye: 

Where in the unexhauſted ſtore 

They ſtill new depths explore, 

And recent wonders unreveal'd before; 

Which their exalted minds improve! 

Tis but to ſee, to know, and love; 

And in their breaſts immortal raptures move! 

No moment there can idly fly; 

From ſtrength to ſtrength they ſwiftly rove: 

The various round of joy no zenith knows; 

Nor Indolence allows : 

The tide of Pleaſure, there for ever flows; 

And riſes ſtill, to all eternity!“ 


. 


Hail mighty Love! thou Principle Divine! 
Whoſe active beams eternal ſhine! 

How happy is the ſacred breaſt 

Which harbours thee Celeſtial Gueſt ! 

Thy faithful fire, 

No place, nor time, can cauſe t 2 | 
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Death, and the Grave, both hope in vain, 
A conqueſt over thee to gain: | 
In vain the poiſon'd arrow flies, 
And ſhow'rs of fatal darts ariſe. 
Nothing can quench thy everlaſting flames 
Triumphant Love! thou holieſt, beſt of names! 


ODE TO YF ARIETY. 


Anonymous. 
— — — 


O Goddeſs! clad in rainbow veſt, 
Whoſe ſhifting hues with every ray 
New charms diſplay : : 

O Goddeſs to my raptur'd breaſt 
Some portion of thy power impart, 
As thro' thy tangled paths I range, 
And taſte the dear delights of change; 

In numbers wildly free, 

And uncontroul'd as thee, 
To ling thy influence o'er the human heart. 


Thy ardent love on every breaſt 
The great Creator's ſelf impreſt, 
Or why is Nature full of thee? 
Why all this grand aſsemblage made 
Of hill and vale, clear ſtreams and azure ſkies, 
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Tall foreſts towering ſhade, 
And precipices wild, and wide-extended ſea ? 
— Of BeinG why the wond'rous chain, 
Where countleſs forms in flow progreſsion riſe, 
From vegetation's humble train, 
To man's high port erect and awe-commanding 
| eyes! 
While every flower that ſips the dew, 
And every bird that wings the ſky, 
Each beaſt that roams the covert through, 
And each of Ocean's ſcaly fry, 
By ſage Philoſophy's enquiry known, 
Has powers and properties peculiarly its own. 


Let the microſcopic eye 
Mark the numerous hoſts that lie 
On the peach's downy breaſt, | 
While in blooming beauty dreſt; 
And with wonder let it view 
In each a different ſhape and hue : 
Or when the Libyan waſtes impetuous riſe, 
In angry eddies by the whirlwind toſt, 
Till underneath whole caravans are loſt, 
And all the plain in ſilent horror lies: 
Two grains of ſand are not alike in form, 
Tho? ſuch vaſt multitudes compoſe the whelming 
ſtorm. 


Thee, Phoebus owns throughout his glad career, 
And brings new pleaſures with the changeful year; 


150 THE BOUQUET: { 

Spring's opening charms and early flower, 
Summer's bright rays and tepid airs, 

Blithe Autumn's corn-clad fields and ruſset boxer, 
And now the earth thy ſnowy mantle wears, 

O Winter! now we ſeek thy ſports and ſocial cher, 
Oft let me thro' th embowering grove, 
With lonely Contemplation rove, 

And oft emerging to the ſcenes reſort 
Where blue-eyed Pleaſure holds her crowded court; 
Thy votary ſtill, O ſweet Variety! 
Selfiſh delights, and manners rude, 
Are not the boaſt of ſolitude, 
But that it fits us for Society! 


Without thee what are life's beſt joys? 
For conſtant repetition cloys; 
Fen grief itſelf but ſhares the breaſt, 
To heighten joy's extatic zeſt; | 
And wiſely in this chequer'd ſcene 
Has Heav'n diſpers'd gay ſmiles and ſtreaming ten 
Or life a taſteleſs round had been, . 
Nor Love itſelf could charm unmix'd with hopes 
fears! | 


Muſick and heav'n-born Poely, 
Their powers to pleaſe derive from thee, 
And lovely Painting her creative fire; 
By thee the breaſt a Siopoxs thrills, 
To pity melts, with horror chills, 
And every art is faint till thou inſpire. 
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Ty, But chief my wandering ſearch would ſcan 
Thy empire o'er the mind of man, | 
Meng And there thy wildeſt labyrinths explore; 
The hidden ſprings of action trace, 
er Each ſecret bias, latent grace, 
And the nice ſhades of CharaCter's exhauſtleſs ſtore: 
For this the Gallic plains I ſeek, 


Or wild Helvetia's mountains bleak, 
Or ancient Tiber's claſsic ſhore ; 
When down the ſloping vale I ſtray, 
Or up the ſteepy mountain climb, 
Thy ſmiles beguile the weary way, 
And ſmooth the rapid wing of time, 
While Nature's varying ſcenes mine eyes ſurvey, 
Or manners changing with the changing clime. 


But Winter now forbids to brave 
The howling wind and foamy wave; 
Then till the young-eyed Spring 


* His milder breezes bring, 
Here let me wait in GRAN TA“ ſmiling ſcene, 
5 Where ſcatter'd in confuſion gay 


Hills, dales, and groves, their charms diſplay, 
And Cau us winding rolls his wave between. 


O Goddeſs ever new! 

Whom far and wide my ſteps purſue, 
Tho? unconfin'd and free; 

In the wide earth's extenſive round 

No ſpot ſq highly bleſt is found, 
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No ſingle ſpot that boaſts ſo much of thee. 
Here Beauty her enchanting lures diſplays, 
And draws admiring multitudes to gaze; 
Here Elegance does all her arts employ, 
Points every charm, and heightens every joy, 
Nor wants there ſome who ne'er were ledaſtry / 
By erring Diſsipation's meteor ray, 
Whoſe ſilent ſearch explores Creation's laws, 
And traces thro' His works the great Firſt Cauſe, 
While the warm Spring their genial powers ſupph, 
Paint the wan cheek, and light the languid eye, 
REASOxN and HEALTH unite their welcome reign, 
And TAs TE and PLEASURE join their bliſsful 
train, 


| 


THE FIRST OF MAY. 


By Lady Craven. 
— 


Corn met Sylvia on the green, 
Once on the charming firſt of May, 
And Shepherds now tell falſe I ween, 
Yet *twas by chance the Shepherds ſay. 


Colin he bow'd and bluſh'd, then ſaid, 
Will you, ſweet maid, this firſt of May, 
Begin the dance by Colin led, 
To make this quite his holiday ? 
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Sylvia replied, I ne'er from home 


Yet ventur'd 'till this firſt of May; 
It is not fit for maids to roam, 
And make a Shepherd's holiday. 


It is moſt fit, replied the youth, 
That Sylvia ſhould this firſt of May 
By me be taught, that Love and Truth 
Can make of life a holiday. 


ON A GENERAL FAST. 


Anonymous. | 4 
— — mn nm 


Wuzx Abraham, full of ſacred awe, 
Before JE HOVAn ſtood, 
And with an humble, fervent pray'r, 


For guilty Sodom ſu'd; 


With what ſucceſs, what wond'rous grace 
Was his petition crown'd! 

The Lord would ſpare, if in that place 
Ten righteous men were found, 


And could a ſingle holy ſoul 
So rich a boon attain? 

Good God! and ſhall a nation cry 
And plead with thee in vain ? 
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Now, as in ancient times? 

Or does this ſinful land exceed 
Gomorrah in its crimes? 


Still we are thine, we bear thy name, | 
Here yet is thine abode, 1 
Long has thy preſence bleſs d our land, 
Forſake us not, O God! 7 


Oh! may the People, Prieſt, and Prince, 
Thy choiceſt favours ſhare; _ 

And know thee by that glorious name, Fl 
The God that heareth pray r. 


2 2 


ON A GENERAL THANKSGIVING. 


| A nonymous. : 
— 


Farnkx of Heav'n! from thy celeſtial throne 
Behold thy church, and look with pity down! 
Laden with bleſsings, ſee thy ſervants bend, 
And from their hearts, oh! hear thy praiſe aſcend! 
| Moſt gracious God! add yet one mercy more, 
Make us deſerve that love we all adore: 
Then may we hope thy peace on earth to gain, 
And peace eternal as thy glorious reign! 


— — 


* 
11 | 
1 | 
k 
Pl 
«1 
7 
3; 
[1 q 
* b 
1 4 
LEY 
, 
1 : 
R ; - 
1 
f 
, 
1 
i Ls 
| { 
\ 


SZS a E>S MMHG > © ww rw »> Om) 


* 
. — Ä ev!! - IT _ 


ak.® 


1 . 9 
E l — 4 * — 
: - — 0 4 I 
* * = l — 
— * — —— 2 
1 eu eg 
- — — * 
* 
o - 
4 
* 
, 


— 
a - 


* 
THE BOUQUET.” 


————— . CC ee ie ee pe, mn — —— 


peace ſung by angels, when, with one accord, 
The whole creation hail'd their Infant Lord! 
Peace that will bloom amidſt immortal day, 
Which worlds can neither give nor take away! 


murmur rr _______ 


636 


THE SUMMUM BONUM. 


From a Sonnet of the famous Drelincourt. 
p — — 3 


Tzavrxsg the globe, go fly from pole to pole; 

Go far as winds can blow, or waters roll; 

All, all is VANITY beneath the ſun; 

To certain death, through different paths, we run. 
See, the pale Miſer, poring o'er his gold : 

See, there a Galley Slave, to miſery ſold. 

Ambition groans beneath her own vaſt weight, 

The ſplendid victim of the toils of ſtate; 

Lo! in the mantling bowl ſweet poiſons flow : 

Love's deareſt joys oft terminate in woe; 

Een Learning ends her vaſt career in doubt, 

And puzzling ſtill makes nothing clearly out. 

Where then is ſovereign BL1ss? where doth it grow F 
Know, mortal, HAPPINESS ne'er dwelt below: 

Look at yon Heav*n—go ſeek the bleſsings there; 

Be Heaven thy aim, thy ſoul's eternal care; 

Nothing but God, and God alone, you'll find, 

Can fill a boundleſs and immortal mind. 


id! 
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FIRST OF NOVEMBER. 
By Dr. Johnſon. 


Bzno LD, my Fair, where'er we rove, 
What dreary proſpects round us riſe! 
The naked hill, the leafleſs grove, 
The hoary ground, the frowning ſkies! 


Nor only through the waſted plain, 
Stern Winter, is thy power confeſsd, 
Still wider ſpreads thy horrid reign; 
I feel thy power uſurp my breaſt. 


Enlivening Hope, and fond Deſire, 
Reſign the heart to Spleen and Care; 

Scarce frighted Love maintains his fire, 
And rapture ſaddens to deſpair. 


In groundleſs hope, and cauſeleſs fear, 
Unhappy man ! behold thy doom, 

Still changing with the changeful year; 
The ſlave of ſun-ſhine, and of gloom. 


4; *% 

Fir'd with vain joys and falſe alarms, 
With mental and corporeal ſtrife ; 
Snatch me, my STELLA, to thy arms, 
And ſcreen me from the ills of life. 


- — ꝑ— 
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WINTER's AMUSEMENT. 
By Mr. Anfty. 


Ys beauteous nymphs, and jovial ſwains, 
Who, deck'd with youthful bloom, 


In gay aſsemblage meet to grace 
PHILANDER's chearful dome: 


Mark how the wintry clouds hang o'er 
Yon frowning mountain's brow ; * 
Mark how the rude winds warp the ſtream, 
And rock the leafleſs bough. 


The painted meads, and flow'ry lawns 
Their wonted pride give o'er; 
The feather'd flocks in ſilence mourn, 
Their notes are heard no more. 


Save where beneath the lonely ſhed, 
Or deſolated thorn, 

The RED-BREAST heaves his ruffled plumes, 
And tunes his pipe forlorn. 


Yet ſhall the ſun's reviving ray 

Recall the genial ſpring : 
The painted meads reſume their pride; 
The feather'd flocks ſhall ſing. 
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85 | But not to you ſhall eer return | N 
Ihe pride of gaudy, years; RY 
- When pining Age, with'icy hand, 
_- His: * . e <1 


1 Wiken) once, — his churliſh blaſt 
Shall your bright ſpring ſubdue, 

I know not what reviving ſuinn 

n that ſpring renew. * 


Then ſeize the glorious — days, 
That fill your cup with joy; 

Bid every gay and ſocial ſcene * 
Your — hours n 5 


4 


ot ers the crouded ſtage invites, 
The laughing Muſes join; 

Or woo them while they ſmile around |. 
EUGENIA's laurel'd ſhrine. 

Oft ſeek the haunts where Health and Joy. 
To ſportive numbers move; 

Or plaintive ſtrains breathe ſoft deſire, . 
And wake — ſoul to love. 


a” 


Yet ah! where'er you bend your way, 
Let fair Diſcretion ſteer ; 

From Folly's vain deluſive charms, 
And Paſsion's wild career. 
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2 a wintry hours tall come, Sy - 
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CRUELTY 70 BRUTES.-- . 
By Comjer. 


— — | 
I Would not enter on my iſt of friends 


Yet wanting ſenſibility) the man 

Who needleſsly ſets foot upon a worm. 

An inadvertent ſtep may cruſh the ſnail 

That crawls at evening in the public path, 

But he that has humanity, forewarn'd, 

Will tread aſide, and let the reptile live, 

The creeping vermin, loathſome to the fight, | 
And charged perhaps with venom, that intrudes 
A viſitor unwelcome into ſcenes . .: | 
Sacred to neatneſs and repoſe, th* alcove, 

The chamber, or refectory, may die. 


charms; anteding Liblagy: 1 x0” 


A ſun-ſhine to the mind! am We * 


(Though grac'd with poliſh'd manners and fine ſenſe 
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A ok aQ; incurs no blame. 
Not ſo when held within their proper bounds 
And guiltleſs of offence, they range the ar, 


Or take their paſtime in the ſpacious field, | 


There they are privileged. And he that hunt 
Or harms them there, is guilty of a wrong, 
Diſturbs th' ceconomy of Nature's realm, 
Who when ſhe form'd, deſign'd them an abode, 
The ſum is this: if man's convenience, health, 
Or ſafety interfere, his rights and claims 
Are paramount, and muſt extinguiſh theirs, 
Elſe they are all—the meaneſt things that are, 
As free to live and to enjoy that life, 

As God was free to form them at the firſt, 
Who in his ſov'reign wiſdom made them all. 
Ve therefore who love mercy, teach your ſons 
To love it too. The ſpring-time of our years 

Is ſoon diſhonour'd and defil'd in moſt _ 
By budding ills, that aſk a prudent hand 
Jo check them. But alas! none ſooner ſhoots, 
If unreſtrain'd, into luxuriant growth, 
Than Cruelty, moſt dev'liſh of them all. 
Mercy to him that ſhews it, is the rule 
And righteous limitation of its act 
By which Heav'n moves in pard'ning guilty mat; 
And he that ſhews none, being ripe in years, 
And conſcious of the outrage he commits, 
Shall ſeek it, and not find it in his turn. 
Diſtinguiſh'd much by reaſon, and ſtill more 
By our capacity of grace divine, 


THE BOUQUET. 
From creatures that exiſt but for our ſake, 
Which having ſerved us, periſh, we are held 
Accountable, and God, ſome future day, 
Will reckon with us roundly for th' abuſe 
Of what he deems no mean or trivial truſt, 


Superior as we are, they yet depend 
Nor more on human health, than we on theirs. 


In aid of our defects. In ſome are found 


Such teachable and apprehenſive parts, 
That man's attainments in his own concerns, 


Some ſhew that nice ſagacity of ſmell, _ 

And read with ſuch diſcernment, in the port 
And figure of the man his ſecret aim, 

That oft we owe our ſafety to a ſkill 

We could not teach, and muſt deſpair to learn. 
But learn we might, if not too proud to ſtoop 
To quadrupede inſtructors, many a good 

And uſeful quality, and virtue too, 

Rarely exemplified among ourſelves, - 
Attachment never to be wean'd, or changed 
By any change of fortune, proof alike 

—gainſt unkindneſs, abſence, and neglect; 
Fidelity, that neither bribe nor threat 

Can move or warp, and gratitude for ſmall 
And trivial favors, laſting as the life, 

And gliſt' ning even in the dying eye. 
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Their ſtrength, or ſpeed, or vigilance were givn 


Match'd with th* expertneſs of the brutes in theirs, 
Are oft times vanquiſh'd and thrown far behind. 
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THE COUNTRY CLERGYMAN. 


By Dr. Goldſmith. 
DCC 


Nxax yonder copſe, where once the garden ſmilt 
And ſtill where many a garden flower grows wild; 
There, where a few torn ſhrubs the place-diſclok, 
The village preacher's modeſt manſion roſe. 
A man he was, to all the country dear, 
And paſsing rich with forty pounds a-year; 
Remote from towns he ran his godly race, 
Nor &er had chang'd, nor wiſh'd to change his place 
Unpractis'd he to fawn or ſeek for pow'r, 

By doctrines faſhion'd to the varying hour; 

Far other aims his heart had learn'd to prize, 
More ſkill'd to raiſe the wretched, than to riſe. 
His houſe was known to all the vagrant train, 
He chid their wand'rings, but reliev'd their pain. 
The long-remember'd beggar was his gueſt, 
Whoſe beard deſcending ſwept his aged breaſt; 
The ruin'd ſpendthrift, now no longer proud, 
Claim'd kindred there, and had his claims allo d 
The broken ſoldier, kindly bade to ſtay, 

Sat by his fire, and talk'd the night away; 
Wept o'er his wounds, or tales of ſorrow 2 
Shoulder'd his crutch, and ſhew'd how * 
| won. 
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Pleas'd with his — the good man learn'd to —_ 
And quite forgot their vices. in their woe; 
Careleſs their merits, or their faults to ſcan, 


His pity gave ere Charity began. 


Thus to relieve the wretched was his pride, 
And e' en his failings lean'd to Virtue's fide; 
But in his duty prompt at every call, 
He watch'd and wept, be pray'd and felt for all. 
And as a bird each fond endearment tries, 
To tempt its new-fledg'd offspring to the ſkies,, 
He try'd each art, reprov'd each dull delay, 
Allur'd to brighter worlds, and led the way. 
Beſide the bed where parting life was laid, 
And Sorrow, Guilt, and Pain by turns diſmay'd, 
The reverend champion ſtood. At his controul, 
Deſpair and Anguiſh fled the ſtruggling ſoul, 
Comfort came down the trembling wretch to raiſe, 
And his laſt faltering accents whiſper'd praiſe. 


At church, with meek and unaffected. grace, 
His looks adorn'd the venerable place ; 
Truth from his lips prevaiPd with double ſway, 
And fools who came to ſcoff, remain'd to prays 
The ſervice paſt, around the pious man, 
With ready zeal, each honeſt ruſtic ran; 
Even children followed with endearing wile, 
And pluck'd his gown, to ſhare the good man's ſmile, 
His ready ſmile a parent's warmth expreſt, 
Their welfare pleas'd him, and their cares diſtreſt; 


To them his heart, his love, his griefs were given; 
But all his ſerious thoughts had reſt in heaven, 
| As ſome tall cliff that lifts its awful form, 
# Swells from the vale, and midway leds the ſtorm, 
Though round its breaſt the rolling cy are pra 
Eternal ſunſhine ſettles on its head. 
COLIN ;—A PASTORAL. 


IN IMITATION OF SHENSTONE. | 
By the Rev. J. Aſbley, Vicar of Fleet in Lincolnſbin, 


Ys ſhepherds, and nymphs of the plain, 
Come tripping about in a throng ; 
Since Colix's the theme of my ſtrain, 
You will all of you join in the ſong: 
Of nymphs the delight and the joy; 
Of ſhepherds the envy and praiſe; 
There's none but muſt heave the ſoft ſigh, 
There's none but will echo the lays, 


With all that can charm and delight, 

With all that can rapture inſpire; 

More dear to his PH OE E E than ſight, 
He is all my fond wiſhes deſire: 

He has found ev'ry charm that can pleaſe, 
Sure Cupid has lent him his dart; 

He has ſtol'n from the Graces their eaſe, 
He has ſton—No,—1 gave him my heart. 
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I aſk not the ſplendour of courts, 
I love not the noiſe of the town; 
Ah! far from ſuch joyleſs reſorts 
The Graces affrighted are flown : 
Vain pomp has no charms for my breaſt, 
All ſtate but my CoLin I ſcorn; 
With him my poor cot would be bleſt, 
Without him a palace forlorn. 


| 


With him when I trip o'er the plain, 
How ſwift glide the hours away! 
But ah! when he leaves me again, 
How dull and how tedious the day! 
When he ſpeaks, how my heart does rejoice! 
When he ſings, how I'm charm'd with the ſong! 
Sure muſic's more ſweet from his voice, 
And truth flows improv'd from his tongue 


bir, 


He has told me—1 can't but believe, 
That PHoEBE is dear to his breaſt; 
He has ſaid, and he cannot deceive, 
—But why need I tell you the reſt? 
Ye ſhepherds, rejoice in his bliſs, 
Ye nymphs do not envy my joy: 
Let your manners be artleſs as his, 
And be happy as CoLin and I. 
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ON A YOUNG LADY. 


7 a | Anonymous. 
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In dawn of life, ſhe wiſely ſought her God, 
And the ſtrait path of thorny Virtue wenn: 
In bloom of beauty, humbly turn'd aſide 
The incenſe Flatt'ry offer'd to her pride; 
Her front with virgin modeſty was crown, 
And on her lip the law of Truth was found, 
Fond to oblige, too gentle to offend, 

E Belov'd by all, to all the good a friend. 

Ihe bad ſhe cenſur'd by her life alone, 

i Blind to their faults, ſevere upon her own. 

In others griefs a tender part ſhe bore, 
And all the needy ſhar'd her little ſtore: 
At diſtance view'd the world with pious dread, 
And to God's temple for protection fled; © 
There ſought that peace which heav'n alone can git, 

And learn'd to die ere others learn to live. 


* 
. 
* . 
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EPIT APH. 8 
On Miſs Roſe, 
— 
4 1 
BRA TEH this ſod reclines that baſhful flow'r, 
Which ſprung to pleaſe, and wither'd in an hour: l 


Yet one ſhort ſpace its vigour ſhall enliven, 
And bloom a fairer, ſweeter RosE in heaven. 
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THE EVEN NI. 


By Miſs Carter. : = | 
How fweet the calm of this ſequeſterd ſhore, i 
Where ebbing waters muſically roll; 9 


And folitude, and ſilent eve reſtore 2 | | 
The philoſophic temper of the ſoul. 


The ſighing gale, whoſe murmurs lull to reſto Vu 
The buſy/tumult of declining day, * 

To ſympathetic quiet ſooths the breaſt, * i 
And ev'ry wild emotion dies away. 


Farewell the objects of diurnal care, ; 2 
Your taſk be ended with the ſetting ſun | 

Let all be undiſturb'd vacation here, N 8 
While o'er yon wave aſcends the peaceful moon. .. 


What beauteous * o'er the ſoften'd heart, 

In this ſtill moment all their charms diffuſe, 
Serener joys, and brighter hopes impart, 

And cheer the ſoul with more than mortal views. 


Here faithful Mem'ry wakens all her pow'rs, 
She bids her fair ideal forms aſcend, 

And quick to ev'ry gladden'd thought reſtores 
The ſocial virtue, and the abſent friend. 
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Come Delia, come, and with me are 
The ſober pleaſures of this ſolemn ſcene; 
While no rude tempeſt clouds the ruffled air, 
But all, like thee, is ſmiling and ſerene. 


Come, while the cool, the ſolitary hours 
Each fooliſh care, and giddy wiſh contraul, 

With all thy ſoft perſuaſion's wonted pow'rs, 
Beyond the ſtars tranſport my liſtening foul. | 


Oft, when the earth detain'd by empty ſhow, 
Thy voice has taught the trifler how to riſe; 
Taught her to look with ſcorn on things below, 
And ſeek her better portion in the ſkies, 


Come, and the ſacred eloquence repeat: 
Ihe world ſhall vaniſh at its gentle ſound, 
Angelic forms ſhall viſit this retreat, 

And op'ning heav'n diffuſe its glories round; 
.  DIRTILLA:—A POEM, -- 
From Cafpipina. ' © 
— — — — — 


Tnov Goddeſs ſable-clad, Dix TILL A, hail! 
Thee I invoke to aid my daring muſe, 
To riſe with ſooty wing and ſing thy praiſe 
Ne'er yet attempted by advent'rous bard: 
Thee I invoke—whether thou loy'ſt to ſhew.... 


o — . 
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hy marbled viſage in the troubled 1 
or ſpread thy bounty o'er the ſmutty face 
df chimney- - ſweeping elf; or o'er the plain, 
zolling in clouds, by ſummer breezes born, 
lute the traveller in ſhape of duſt: 
hether in furnace or in noĩſy forge 
With fiend-like colliers thou vouchſaf'ſt to ally 
nd fix with Vulcan thy co-equal-reign, ter Ge. / 
r ſoft recline upon a ſcullion's las, ' 
r on the nm . * ſerene, 


Rehellious beaux and Sabina women ſtrive, 
ut ſtrive in vain, with never-ending war | 
To overcome thy power—ſtill thou return'ſt, 
And ſtill they labour on with fruitleſs toil, 
Sworn foes to thee, thou ſober viſag'd dame 
ot ſo thy bard—full well he knows to gain, 
\nd, having gain'd, thy favour ſtill to keep. 
v'n now, wide. ſpreading o'er my honour'd coat, 
Full many a ſpot, full many a greaſy ſmear 
hy influence benign and power declare ; 
Driving far thence of new-impreſsed cloth 
he gaudy glare—ne'er to return e 


Oh mortals! blind to truth, whoſe anxious hearts 
Impatient wait, till from the taylor's hand 3 
he ſumptuous garb, long-look'd for, comes com- 
pleat. 
Succeſs no ſooner crowns their wearied hope; 
But now diſtractions n their troubled mind 
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Abd toud their Joy? leſt in ſome . 
One dreaded ſpot ſhould ſully all their pride, 


See, at the feſtive board in new brocade 


And lawn, as yet unſtain'd, SOPHRONIA fits, His! 
In vain rich wines of various climes and hue, Thy 
In order rang'd, the glittering ſide-board grace, Whe 
And pleaſant viands ſmoke in vain around: But 
Nor theſe, nor yet th* exhilarating ſong, And 
Or needle point of ſtimulating wit | 
Provoke to joy her ever-anxious heart. M 
Should the rude ſervant with unhallowed foot, Wit 
And over-flowing glaſs, approach too near Whi 
The magic circle of her ſpreading robe, Wa 
Her eager hands collect the darling ſilk Not 
In cloſer folds: and in her ſparkling eye Wit 
New lightnings kindle at the bold en In d 
Met 
Thus have I ſeen within ſome . 8 On 
Whilſt buſy Partlet for her chirping brood The 
The dung-hill ſcratch'd, to them a mine of weall Nor 
Should fierce Grimalkin from beneath the mon, For 
Or neighbouring barn, creep ſly with deadly pat Wo 
Alarm'd ſhe gathers all her little train { An 
Beneath her ſhelt'ring wings; ſhe ſwells with n The 
And briſtling feathers awe the daring foe. Imf 
| | Ant 
Oh Goddeſs moſt benign! beneath thy ſway of 
I eat and drink with pleaſure unallay'd: An 
Wi 


Nor care I aught, if from the dripping- ſpoon 
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The falling drop enrich my ſullied garb. 

0 could I like FILTHANDER boaſt thy love! 

Thy favourite votary be, far, far beyond 

My utmoſt reach, my higheſt hope aſpires. 

His honour d chamber thou vouchſaf*'ſt to make 
Thy choſen ſeat, thy undiſturb'd abode: 

Where never broom thy miniſters annoy, | 
But ſpiders, white with age, their webs extend, 
And ſee their num'rous offspring do the ſame. 


Methinks I view him ſeated on the floor, 
With all his dirty papers ſcatter'd round. 
While lengthen'd cobwebs from the cieling height 
Wave o'er his head in many a pendent row: 


Not ſuch as Betty from the parlour ſweeps 

With nimble hand; but ſuch as oft are found 
In dungeons deep, black with the duſt of years. 
Methinks I ſee upon his broken hearth 

On either ſide an heap of aſhes riſe; 

The ſad remains of an whole winter's fire: 

Nor would he yield them to the chandler's pence; 
For they, O-curſed art! by proceſs dire 

Would ſoon eonvert them into cleanſing ſoap. 
And here a kettle ſtands, which never felt 

The waſting torture of a ſcullion's hand ; 
Impenetrable cruſts guard it without, 

And ſcale on ſcale, the ſolid ſediment 

Of conſtant uſe uncleans'd, line it within. 

And there a delphin mug, once rich emboſs'd 
With many a winding leaf and opening flower, 
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Of which no traces now are to be bad, e 
Obliterated 8 re N N 

But an all methinls I ſee his MON a5. 
The throne, O Goddeſs, where thou reign'ſt ſuprei 
The teaſter bends beneath the load of duſt, 
Which Time hath ſcatter'd with unſparing hand; 
And curtains tawny with inceſsant ſmoke, 
Hung graceful round in many a ſmutty fold. 
To ſhake the bed, or cleanſe the tottering frame 
On which it lies, no hand hath yet preſumd; 
But unmoleſted myriads wanton there. 
Thus lives FiLTHANDER, nor can e anal 
To move his firm allegiance unto thee : 
And may'ſt thou, Goddeſs, e'er 2 votaries s fu 


Wrapt in prophetic viſion, I behold 
The times approach, when all thy haughty foes 
Humbled in duſt, ſhall own thy general ſway. 
For well we know that all things ſprang from dit 
And beaux and belles and all the ſoapy train 
Of waſhing-women and of ſcouring-men 
Muſt yield to thee, and into dirt return. 
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Wars is my lover and my friend? 
Surely he will not linger long | 
He early us'd to ſeek my cot, ft, = 
And cheer me with his dulcet ſong. 1 


Where js my lover and my friend?“ 
Sadder the penſive twilight grows; 

Its lateſt gleams are now no more, 
The ſereech- ol 1 the north- wind blows, 


Where i is 2 lover 15 my friend? 

Hark! the hoarſe thunder ſteals N | 
Nearer and louder are its peals, 

The livid lightnings ſkim the ground. 


Where is my lover and my friend? 
The ſtorm is paſt, the ſky is clear; 
I'll leave my cot and trace the path 
Which each dear evening brings him here. ; 
Where is my lover and my friend? 
My eye darts o'er the mead, the vale; 
He is not there What caus'd his ſtay? 
III chide, nor liſten to his tale. 


r 
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Where i is my lover and my friend? 
Perhaps he loiters through the grove; 


I'll thither bend my eager ſteps— | 
Guide them, kind fortune, to my love. 


Turns is my lover and my friend! 

I know his dear, his graceful form; 
Yon lofty oak ſupports his head— | 
| Its you kept him from the ſtorm. 


Oh ſpeak, my lover and my friend! 
See! anxious thro? the night I came: 
I ſcorn the babbling neighbours tall, 
Nor heed their comment or their blame, 


O gracious God! my hair upheaves— 
Thou didſt the blaſting lightning ſend! 
I fink! oh neighbours dig the grave: 
I join my lover and my friend! 


THE RURAL PAIR, 


Anonymous. 
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W. HERE confluent torrents —_ their ſtreams, ti 
flow 


Hoarſely adown yon ſteepy mountain's brow, 
Behold a ſpot! embrown'd with lofty trees, 
Whoſe foliage quivers to the gentle breeze: 
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Near it a cottage ſtands, mean deere; | 

Its turfy ſides with ſhagged moſs grown oer. 
No dorick frieze adorns the humble roof; 

'Tis warmly thatch'd—and *gainſt the tempeſt proof. 
The honeſt tenant of that lowly ſhed, 

Though doom'd to toil from day to day for bread, 
Is greatly rich :—His ſoul feels pure content, 

His deeds are noble, and his life well ſpent ; 
Betime he ſeeks repoſe, betime awakes, 

And plods to labour ere the morning breaks: 

No cares corroding rankle in his breaſt, 

He ſips the tranſport of unenvied reſt, 
And is in humble virtues truly bleſt. 

Loving and lov'd—join'd to a tender wife, 
Chearful he treads the rugged maze of life, 

Bends with ſubmiſsion to heav'n's aweful will, 
And thanks the pow'r that ſhelters him from ill. 
But lo, the Dame! — How lovely is her mien! 
There Virtue ſpeaks, there Piety is ſeen; 

There rural Innocence, and artleſs Eaſe 

Live to delight, to animate, and pleaſe. 

Around her ſteps attend a ſmiling train 

Ot beauteous babes, ſome favour to obtain: 

With all the prudence of maternal love 

She forms their manners, early as they move, 
Liſtens with kind indulgence to each moan, | 

And feeds their lips while ſhe negle@sher-own ;. 
From their young minds diſperſes Error's gloom, 
And tends their infant virtues till they bloom. 


i i | 9 8 THE 2 

| r ß | 
Guards the young ſapling from the blaſting: gale 
With outſpread arms affords a friendly ſhade, 

And gives to riſing Nature, Nature's aid. 


—, 


' CHARITY:—AN IMITATION. 
By the Author of the Spiritual Quixor: 4 


—— — — 4 


ne 


4 Tno' ſtreams of Elocution flow'd - 
=— More tuneful from my tongue, 
Than &er on mortal lips have glow'd, 
Or * an Angel's ſong: 


With all the knowledge were I ford 
That ſwells each learned tome; 
Had I all myſteries explor' d, 
Paſt, preſent, or to come: 


Each day with oſtentatious pride 
Were my ſuperfluous ſtore, 
Nay, all my fund of wealth, apply'd 
To clothe or feed the poor: 


* To ſeal the Truth could I ſubmit, 
With conſtancy of ſoul; 
Or yet in various tongues tranſmit 
That Truth from pole to pole: 
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Had I the Faith of Abraham ſhard, 


And mountains could remove; 


Yet what are all theſe gifts, compar'd 


With Charity or Love? 


Vain as the tinkling ae ſound 


Were all theſe pompous deeds: 


The ſoul where Charity is found, 


Each boaſted grace exceeds. 


True Charity its aid extends, 


To fierceſt foes is kind: 


Patient and gentle to her friends 


To all their frailties blind. 


By no ſuſpicious fears miſled, 


She always hopes the beſt: 


No ſelfiſh views of gain are bred 


Or harbour'd in her breaſt, 


Nor Envy nor Ambition knows, 


From purer ſource her pleaſure flows 
To ſee the Truth prevail. 
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Nor loves the ſland'rous tale: 


When all theſe outward gifts are loſt, - 


And tongues and knowledge fail, 


True Charity her power may boaſt, 


Her charms ſhall ſtill prevail. 
2 
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Till perfect in the realms of light 
Her banners ſhe'll diſplay, 
Whilſt human virtues from the 6ght, * 
Like vapours, melt away.  - 


When yet a child, with ev'ry toy ́ 
And trifle I was charm'd: 
Each tranſient bliſs, each idle j joy * iP 

My breaſt with rapture warm'd, . 


But when a man, and grown more wile, 
Theſe trifles pleaſe no more, 

I look with cold diſguſted eyes 
On all that 3 before. 


Thus, earthly joys, like ſhadows vain 
Reflected from a glaſs, 

Our fancy for a while detain, 
And in a moment paſs. 


But man, midſt heav'n's unelouded beats 
More perfect bliſs will now; 

Where pleaſures, in unceaſing ſtreams, 
From God's right hand ſhall flow. 


Fruition, Hope; and Faith, above, 
Shall Certainty obtain: 

But Charity alone, and Love, 
Eternally ſhall reign. 
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By the Same. 


Sxct all agree, *tis hard to find 

Two men alike, mongſt all mankind; 
Laugh not my friend, if I purſue 
Schemes unaccountable to you: 

Leſt I retort, and laugh again; 

And judge your projects ſtill more vain, 


Tho? Reaſon boaſt her ſage dominion, 
All happineſs is but Opinion. 

Wiſdom in vain exalts her voice, 

To cenſure Folly's random choice ; 
Whilſt each man finds ſome ſtrange enjoyment” - 
In what he makes his chief employment, x 


* 


You wonder what the anxious Miſer 

In heaps of hoarded gold can ſpy, Sir; : 
Who thus torments and ſtarves himſelf, | 
To hover o'er his uſeleſs pelf. 

He pities you, “ who toil and ſweat, 
And brave fam'd Ztna's ſcorching heat: 
Or *midſt the rigorous winters pine, 23 
That freeze the Danube and the Rhine: ; . 
Your time and labour idly waſte, — 
Indulgent to what you call taſte: 
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And wonders what ſtrange pleaſure lies 
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In medals, books, and —butterflies.“ 


\ 


The Man of Eaſe is ſhock'd to ſee 
Ambition's anxious vatary : 

Who quits the calmer joys of life, 
To ſtem the waves of factious ſtrife. 


Tho? form'd by Nature fierce and proud, 


He ſtoops to court th' ignoble crowd, 


As ſteps, to mount and ſtrut his hour 


Around the ſlippery ſtage of pow'r: 
Abus'd and pelted, right or wrong, 
By th' envious and ambitious throng, 
Who wiſh to work the wight's diſgrace, 
That—they may lord it in þis place, 


Not ſo the gentle Macaronie, 
Who ſacrifices time and money, 
And every weightier occupation, 
Attentive to the decoration 
Of his belov'd exterior part : 
On which he laviſhes his art, 
Still thwarting Nature's wiſe intention 
By every queer, uncouth invention, 
That fops or taylors can deviſe, _ 
Her genuine beauties to diſguiſe, 


Lo! even amidſt the bloom of May, 
(When every field and grove looks gay; 
And'I am reading in my arbour) 

He's taken captive by his barber : 


— > 
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And, once ſecur'd within his pow'r, 
Impriſon'd many a tedious hour. 
Whilſt Monſieur with his batt'ring engine 
(The tongs by turns his foretop ſingeing) 
Attacks in front, in flank, in rear; 
(Poor Strephon ſhuts his eyes for fear!) 
Till ſmoke and ſcented duſt perfume, 
With ſuffocating ſteams, the room. 


Thence iſsuing forth by five o'clock 
(Like ſtatue ſtiff or barber's block) 
He dines—then at ſome brilliant rout 
He ſits in form and ſtares about; 
At length, conveyed from whence he came, 
To-morrow to repeat the ſame. 


Bleſt as th' immortal Gods the Bard 
(If meagre Fame his toils reward :) 
Whilſt pleas'd he plies his harmleſs trade; 
In ſummer, midſt the ſylvan ſhade; 
In winter, by his parlour fire:. 
To ſprightlier joys he'll ne'er aſpire. 
Whate'er befalls, he ſits content; 
Nor taxes heeds, nor loſs of rent : 
Grant him, ye Gods, but pen and ink, 1 | 
A warm ſurtout—a little drink ! ; 
What more has he to do with. chink ? J. 
Amidſt his calm Parnaſsian ſcenes, 
He wonders what ambition means. 
Rich, as the world were all his own, 
Nor envies monarchs on their throne— 
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For mongreh various heme purſue, 
anner, elt brian! 


Tho — extenſive reales to bleſs— 
Yet ſome their ſubjects ſtill oppreſs : 
Like wolves, exulting in their pow'r, 
Their mo hey pillage and devour, 


There 2, who plice their higheſt glory 
In warlike deeds-to ſhine in ſtorj 
Exerting their heroic labours 
To plunder and diſtreſs their neighbours ] 
Who ſeem by heaven in wrath deſign'd, 
Th' avenging angels of mankind; 


Yet one there is, whoſe virtuous plan 
Adorns the monarch and the man: 
Whoſe influence and example tend 
True piety to recommend: 

Who, tutor'd young in Virtue's ſchool, 
Still makes th' eſtabliſn'd laws his rule; 
- Anxious his ſubjects {till to bleſs ; 

Tho! mortals can't command ſucceſs; 
Since Providence, for wiſeſt ends, - 

Oft counteracts what man intends: 

To human projects ſets due bounds; 

And all our beſt- laid ſchemes confounds. 
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UNFADING auf aa 
An Old Ballad. 
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He that loves # roſy check,, 


Or a coral lip admires, 
Or from-tear-like eyes doth eek 
Fuel to maintain his fires; © 
As old Time makes theſe decay, 
So his, flames muſt waſte away. 


But a E and ſtedfaſt mind, 
Gentle thoughts and calm deſires, 

Hearts with equal love can bind, 
Kindle never dying fires: 

Where theſe are not, what ſuffice 


Lovely cheeks, or lips, or eyes? 
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REAL BEAUTY. 
Anonymous. | 
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Taz diamond's and the ruby's blase, 
Diſpute the palm with Beauty's Queen; 
Not Beauty's Queen command ſuch praife, * | 


Devoid of Virtue if ſhe's ſeen, 
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But the ſoft tear in Pity's eye 
Outſhines the diamond's brighteſt beams; 
And the ſweet bluſh of Modeſty 


More beauteous than the ruby ſeems, M 

R | | | Tho 

ON HER BROTHER's VIOLIN. Ne 

MJ Save 

By Mrs. Sheridan. T 

— — — — —_— 

Fa 5 h Elſe 

SweerT inſtrument of him for whom 1 mourn, U 

Tuneful companion of my Ly c1p's hours, Gua 

How lieſt thou now neglected and forlorn ! A 
What ſkilfull hand ſhall now call forth thy powen! 

| | | | One 

Ah! none like his can reach thoſe liquid notes, L 

So ſoft, ſo ſweet, ſo eloquently clear, My 


To live beyond the touch, and gently float 
In dying modulations on the ear.“ 


Thus o'er my Lyc1Dd's lyre as I complain'd, 
And kiſs'd the ſtrings where he was wont to ply 

While yet in penſive ſadneſs I remain'd, 

Methought it ſigh'd, and ſighing ſeem'd to fay, 


« Ah! me forlorn, forſaken, now no mote 

Shall fame and juſt applauſe around me wait; 
No power my gentle Maſter can reſtore, | 
And I, alas! will ſhare his hapleſs fate, 
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Fled is that ſpirit, chill'd that youthful fire, 
Which taught thoſe ſtrains with harmony replete, 

And cold that hand which only can inſpire 

My ſenſeleſs form to utter ſounds ſo ſweet. 


Thoſe ſounds melodious ne'er again ſhall pleaſe, 
No tuneful ſtrain from me ſhall ever flow ; 

Save o'er my trembling ſtrings a ſighing breeze, 
To call one ſad, foft note of tender woe. 


Elſe, ah! for ever mute let me remain, 
Unſtrung, untun'd, forgotten let me be; 

Guard me from curious eye, and touch prophane, 
And let me reſt in mournful ſympathy! 
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en! 


One fate with thee, dear maſter, let me ſhare; 
Like thee in filent darkneſs let me lie! 

My frame without thee is not worth my care, 
With thee alone it liv'd, with thee ſhall die!“ 


— — 
— —————— 


HER BROTHER LYRE, TO MRS. SHERIDAN. 


r. Pratt. Kr 
By M t . 6 


ay 


Tars faid—a ſolemn filence breath'd around, 
CECILIA wept upon her Lyc1D's lyre, 

The penſive breeze then gave a ſighing ſound, 
And the ſtrings ſeem'd to tremble and expire. 
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One hollow murmur like the dying moan, 
Was heard to vibrate then with pauſes ſlow, 

From the ſad inſtrument, when thus the tone 
Gave modulations of a ſofter woe : 


te Ceaſe, beauteous mourner! partner of my pri 

Tuneful aſsociate of my loſt deſpair, 

Thou, only thou, can'ſt bring this breaſt relief; 
Tay ſympathy alone can ſoothe my care. 


What though—ah, ſtroke ſevere! our Lyctd's de 
Nor more, alas! can raviſh mortal ear; 
What though the ſoul of melody is fled, 
His bleſt attendant to th harmonious ſphere; 


Struck by CECILIA's hand I yet may live; 
Her magic touch again can tune my frame; 
Her cherub voice my ſpirit yet revive, 
And ſounds of heavenly ſorrow grace my fame, 


But ſhould nor dulcet ſong, nor muſic's art, 

Nor ſocial ſighs which mourn the youth we lors 

Have power to heal the ſiſter's wounded heart, 
Nor to theſe chords forlorn a ſolace prove: 


Ah! ſtill together let our ſorrows join, 
And this ſad form yet boaſt thy gentle aid; 
Lyc1d's companion ſure ſhould ſtill be thine; 
Still ſhould'ſt thou kiſs the ſtrings where he! 
play'd.“ | 


THE BOUQUET. 


THE SUMMIT OF HAPPINESS. 


Anonymous. 
— 


Taz powers who watch o'er mortals fate, 
Gave me a ſmall undipp'd eſtate, 
Something about four hundred clear, 

The rents forth-coming twice a year; 
Hygeia ſaw my little wealth, 

Nor envied aught, but added health; 

And Friendſhip too, with open palm, 

Shed round my heart her gen'rous balm: 
Apollo too was pleas'd t inſpire, 

And lent me now and then his lyre, 

While nature gave a little taſte, 

And Flattery ſaid my muſe was chaſte, 
But more—thoſe bleſsings to endear, 

My boſom own'd A CONSCIENCE CLEAR, 
Thus bleſt by fortune o'er and o'er, 
Who'd e'er ſuppoſe I wanted more? 

Yet ſomething ſtill remain'd behind, 

Tho! what—I ſtrove in vain to find; 

'Till Heav'n (to whom I pray'd for life) 
Diſcover'd it, AND GAVE A WIFE. 
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LETTER TO HER HUSBAND. 


By a Lady. 


Tnov, who doſt all my worldly thoughts employ, 
Thou pleaſing ſource of all my earthly joy; 
Thou tendereſt huſband, and thou trueſt friend, 

- To thee, this fond, this laſt adieu, I ſend: 

At length the conqu'ror DEATH, aſserts his right, 
And will, for ever, veil me from thy ſight; 

He woes me to him with a chearful grace, 

And not one terror clouds his awful face: 

He promiſes a laſting reſt from pain, 

And ſhews that all life's fleeting joys are vain; 
Th eternal joys of heav'n he ſets in view, 

And tells me that no other joys are true. 
But ſay, thou tend'reſt, thou unwearied friend, 
Say, ſhould'ſt thou grieve to ſee my ſorrows end! 
Thou know'ſt a painful pilgrimage I've paſt; 
O weep not then, that comfort's come at laſt: 
Rather rejoice to ſee me ſhake off life, 

And die, as I have liv'd, thy faithful wife. 


Ir 
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ON FRIENDSHIP. 
By Dr. Fobnſon. 


FxrenDSHIP! peculiar boon of heav'n, 
The noble mind's delight and pride, 
To men and angels only giv'n, 
To all the lower world deny'd. 


While Love, a ſtranger to the bleſt, 
Parent of thouſand wild deſires, 

The human and the ſavage breaſt 
Inflames alike with raging fires. 


With bright, but oft deſtructive gleam, 

; Alike o'er all his lightnings fly; 
Thy lambent glories only beam 

Around the fav'rites of the ſky. 


di Directreſs of the brave and juſt, | 
O guide me through life's darkſome way, 
And let the tortures of Miſtruſt 
On ſelfiſh boſoms only prey. 


Thy gentle flows of guiltleſs joys 
On fools and villains ne'er deſcend; 
In vain for thee the monarch ſighs, 
And hugs a flatterer for a friend. 
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When Virtues kindred Virtues meet, 
And ſiſter ſouls together join, 

Thy pleaſures, permanent as great, 
Are all tranſporting, all divine. 


Nor muſt their ardours ceaſe to glow, 
When ſouls to bliſsful climes remove, 
What rais'd our virtues here below, 
Shall aid our happineſs above. 


== 


WINTER:—AN ODE. 


By the Same, 
C——— 


No more the morn with tepid rays 
Unfolds the flow'r of various hue; 
Noon ſpreads no more the genial blaze, 

Nor gentle Eve diſtils the dew. 


The ling'ring hours prolong the night, 
Uſurping Darkneſs ſhares the day; 

Her miſts reſtrain the force of light. 
And Phcebus holds a doubtful ſway. 


By gloomy twilight half reveal'd 
With ſighs we view the hoary hill; 
The leafeleſs wood, the naked field, 
The ſnow-topt cot, the frozen rill. 
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N 0 jo muſic warbles thro? the grove, 
No vivid colours paint the plain 
No more with devious ſteps I rove, 
Thro? verdant paths now ſought in vain, 


— 


Aloud the driving tempeſt roars; 
Congeal'd, impetuous ſhowers deſcend; 
Haſte !—cloſe the window—bar the doors: 

Fate leaves me Stella and a Friend. 


In Nature's aid, let Art ſupply 
With light and heat my little ſphere 2 
Rouze! rouze the fire, and pile it high; 
Light * a conſtellation here. 


Let Muſic ſound the voice of Joy! 
Or Mirth repeat the jocund tale; 


Let Love his wanton wiles employ, 
And ofer the Seaſon, Wine prevail. 


Yet Time his dreary Winter brings, 
When Mirth's gay tale ſhall pleaſe no more; 
Nor Muſic charm, tho? Stella ſings; 
Nor Love, nor Wine, the Spring reſtore. 


Catch then, O catch the tranſient hour; 
Improve each moment as it flies : 


Life's a ſhort Summer—man a flow'r, 
He dies !—alas! how ſoon he dies! 
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CARPE DIEM. 


y the Rev. V. Rayner. 
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Favovn'p of heaven! who erſt ſo nobly ſhone 
Sublime on Wiſdom's as on Salem's throne; 
Who through thy wond' rous knowledge could ſt er 
In ſo divine, ſo ſweet a ſtrain, 

That all we do and all we think is vain; 

That fondly wiſe we look on earth for bliſs, 
But meet, for pleaſure, with deſerved pain! 
O may my ſoul, freed from its native ruſt, 

With joyful ardor to thy precepts fly, 
There (ſtill a youth) record I am but duſt, 

And with thee ponder what it is—to die. 


Strange! that mankind, by fatal error borne, 
Can ſo abſurdly ſhut their eyes to truth, 
So far forget themſelves, to ſcorn 
Thoſe ſacred treaſures which the ſoul adorn, 
Thoſe treaſures Wiſdom gives to thoughtful youti 
Wilt thou, miſtaken mortal, ſtill perſiſt 
With wild ambition to behold a throne, 
To madly think that peace can &er conſiſt 
In the gilt ſceptre, or the ermin'd gown? 
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eluded wretch ! purſue thy ſenſeleſs ſcheme} 

By every curſed art thy end obtain, 

hen learn, too late, that this thy golden dream, | 
For laſting pleaſure brings thee laſting pain. | 


3 


aps thou ween'ſt that mirth and wine will give 
The happineſs for which you ſigh: 
hy then diſsolve in ſenſual pleaſure; live 
As if thou never wert to die, 
Quaff deep thy fancied immortality, 
id give to plain conviction, ſenſe, and truth, the lye. 
Haſte to Anacreon's feſtive board, 
There join the jovial throng, _ 
Of noiſe and riot hail'd the lord; 
Some modeſt damſel's name afford 
To grace the ribald ſong. 
ut what enſues? alas! thy tott'ring frame, 
To dire diſeaſe and racking pains betray'd, 
To thy eternal infamy and ſhame, 
o more ſhall boaſt its former ſprightly fame, 
But quickly be convey'd 
poor, repentant, melancholy ſhade, 
0 the untimely grave thy thoughtleſs folly made, 
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me to his paſsions, ope to every vice 

lat can th* unthinking ſoul entice, 

r eaſy Florio ſeek the fell abode 

Of ſome baſe mercenary fair, 

A painted, living ſepulchre, 

ad in her arms forgot himſelf and God: 
YOL 1, B b 
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Through each gay hour the madman revels on, 


Women, and wine, and mirth, his ſole delight, 
Till ere he's reach'd his prime, his glaſs is run, 
And down he ſinks into eternal night. 


But timely wiſe, my ſoul, do thou retire, 
Within thy chamber commune and be ſtill, 
Repreſs the ſallies of impure deſire, 
And learn obedience to th' Almighty's will, 
Let Vice be e'er ſo lovely in her mien, 
However dreſt to trap unwary youth, 
Shun her enticements, be not with her ſeen, 
But chooſe the paths of Innocence and Truth: 
So ſhall no cares diſturb thy peaceful breaſt, 
No heartful pangs of conſcious guilt be thine; 
With health ſhalt thou, and length of days be bleſt, 
And after death, in radiant glory ſhine 
Bright as an Angel form, and as thy deeds divine, 
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THE SHORTEST DAY. 


Anonymous. 
— nn meme 


SERIOUS and ſolemn be the ſong 
Which hails this ſtill- returning day; 

Let meaſure guide the rhyme along, 
And gratitude inſpire the lay! 
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When Spring in all her blooming charms, 

And Summer, in her richeſt dreſs, 
When Autumn fills the lab'rer's arms, 
Nor coyly yields her vaſt increaſe : 


Oh then! let Mortals grateful deem 
Of all the bleſsings God has ſent : 
And in deep Winter's dread extreme, 

Rejoice in plenty and content. | 


And while they joy in bounty given, 

Still to the poor their hands extend: 
The firſt great Delegate of Heaven 
Is he the wretch's firmeſt friend. 


Now long, and dark, and cold the night, 
And ſhort the bleſsings of the daß; 

Yet ſoon the Sun's reſplendent light 
Shall hail us with a brighter ray. 


And ſoon ſhall Winter's blaſt be o'er 
And ſoon returning Spring arrive: 
And then, oh then! the happy poor, 
Shall thank you they are ſtill alive. 


Grateful to Heaven their vows will riſe 
For bleſsings you may now beſtow ; 

And lab'ring breaſts, and ſtreaming eyes, 
Their ſenſe of obligation ſhew. 


— — : 


% 


196 THE BOUQUET. 


And who, that feels the genial ſun, 
And owns the God that points his ray, 

Would leave the grateful taſk undone, 
So ſuited to the ſhorteſt day. 


HYMN ON THE SEASONS. 


i By Thomſon. 
rr rr rm mm mmm mm—_—_ 
Tuxsx, as they change, Almighty Father, theſe 
Are but the varied God. The rolling year 
Is full of Thee. Forth in the pleaſing Spring 
Thy beauty walks, thy tenderneſs and love. 
Wide fluſh the fields; the ſoftening air is balm; 
Echo the mountains round ; the foreſt ſmiles; 
And every ſenſe and every heart is joy. 
Then comes thy glory in the Summer months, 
With light and heat refulgent. Then thy ſun 
Shoots full perfection thro? the ſwelling year: 
And oft thy voice in dreadful thunder ſpeaks, 
And oft at dawn, deep noon, or falling eve, 
By brooks and groves, in hollow-whiſp'ring gales. 
Thy bounty ſhines in Autumn unconfin'd, 
And ſpreads a common feaſt for all that lives. 
In. Winter awful Thou! with clouds and ſtorms 
Around thee thrown, tempeſt o'er tempeſt roll'd, 
Majeſtic darkneſs! on the whirlwind's wing 


—— 
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Riding ſublime, Thou bidſt the world adore, 
And humbleſt Nature with thy northern blaſt. 


Myſterious round! what ſkill, what force divine, 
Deep-felt, in theſe appear! a ſimple train, 
Yet ſo delightful mix'd, with ſuch kind art, 
Such beauty and beneficence combin'd ; 
Shade, unperceiv'd, ſo ſoftening into ſhade, 
And all ſo forming an harmonious whole, 
That as they ſtill ſucceed, they raviſh ſtill. 
But wandering oft, with rude unconſcious gaze, 
Man marks/not Thee, marks not the mighty hand, 
That, ever buſy, wheels the ſilent ſpheres; 
Works in the ſecret deep; ſhoots ſteaming thence 
The fair profuſion that o'erſpreads the ſpring; 
Flings from the ſun direct the flaming day; 
Feeds eyery creature; hurls the tempeſt forth; 
And, as on earth this grateful change revolves, 
With tranſport touches all the ſprings of lite. 


Nature, attend! join, every living ſoul 
beneath the ſpacious temple of the ſky, 
In adoration join; and ardent raiſe 
One general ſong! To him, ye vocal gales, 
Breathe ſoft, whoſe Spirit in your freſhneſs breathes; 
Oh talk of him in ſolitary glooms, 
Where o'er the rock the ſcarcely waving pine 
Fils the brown ſhade with a religious awe! 
And ye, whoſe bolder note is heard afar, 
Who ſhake th' aſtoniſh'd world, lift high to heav'n 
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Th' impetuous ſong, and ſay from whom you rage. 
His praiſe, ye brooks, attune, ye trembling rills; 
And let me catch it as I muſe along. 
Ye headlong torrents, rapid and profound; 

Ye ſofter floods, that lead the humid maze 
Along the vale; and thou, majeſtic main, 

A ſecret world of wonders in thyſelf, 

Sound his ſtupendous praiſe, whoſe greater voice 
Or bids you roar, or bids your roarings fall. 

So roll your incenſe, herbs, and fruits, and flowers, 
In mingled clouds to Him, whoſe ſun exalts, 
Whoſe breath perfumes you, and whoſe pencil paints, 
Ye foreſts bend, ye harveſts wave to Him; 


Breathe your ſtill ſong into the reaper's heart, And 
As home he goes beneath the joyous moon. The 
Ve that keep watch in heav'n, as earth aſleep The 
Unconſcious lies, effuſe your mildeſt beams, Sti! 
Ve conſtellations, while your angels ſtrike, For 
Amid the ſpangled ſky, the ſilver lyre. WI 
Great ſource of day ! beſt image here below Ru 
Of thy Creator, ever pouring wide, | Or 
From world to world, the vital ocean round, Be 
On Nature write with every beam his praiſe. Ar 
The thunder rolls: be huſh'd the proſtrate world; 
While cloud to cloud returns the ſolemn hymn. | 
Bleat out afreſh, ye hills ; ye moſsy rocks, Ot 
Retain the ſound: the broad reſponſive low, R 
Ye vallies, raiſe; for the Great Shepherd reigns; 5 


And his unſuff' ring kingdom yet will come. | 
Ye woodlands all! awake: a boundleſs ſong S 
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Burſt from the groves; and when the reſtleſs — 
Expiring, lays the warbling world aſleep, 
Sweeteſt of birds! ſweet Philomela ! charm 


Ye chief for whom the whole creation ſmiles, 
At once the head, the heart, and tongue of all, 
Crown the great hymn ! in ſwarming cities vaſt, 
e Aſsembled men! to the deep organ join 

The long- reſounding voice, oft breaking clear, 
ers, At ſolemn pauſes, through the ſwelling baſe. 
And as each mingling flame increaſes each, 
In one united ardour riſe to Heaven. 
Or if you rather chuſe the rural ſhade, 
And find a fane in every ſacred grove ; 
There let the ſhepherd's flute, the virgin's lay, 
The prompting Seraph, and the Poet's lyre, 
Sti] ſing the God of Seaſons as they roll. 
For me, when I forget the darling theme, 
Whether the bloſsom blows, the Summer ray 
Ruſsets the plain, inſpiring Autumn gleams, 
Or Winter riſes in the blackening Eaſt, 
Be my tongue mute, my fancy paint no more, 
And dead to joy, forget my heart to beat. 


Should Fate command me to the fartheſt verge 
Of the green earth, to diſtant barbarous climes, 
Rivers unknown to ſong; where firſt the ſun 
Gilds Indian mountains, or his ſetting beam 
Flames on the Atlantic iſles; 'tis nought to me: 
Since God is ever preſent, ever felt, 


The liſt ning ſhades, and teach the Night his praiſe, 
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In the void waſte as in the city full; =_— 
And where He vital ſpreads, there muſt be 
When even at laſt the ſolemn hour ſhall com 
And wing my myſtic flight to future world 
I chearfill will obey; there with new power? 
Will riſing wonders ſing: I cannot go, 
Where univerſal love not ſmiles around, 
Suſtaining all yon orbs, and all their ſuns: ."- 
From ſeeming evil ſtill educing good.. 
And better thence again, and better till, , 
In infinite progreſsion.—But I loſe .= 
Myſelf in Him, in light ineffable! _— 
Come then, expreſsive ſilence, muſe his prailenm 
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